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The third Edttiufr&ith Alter ation$£&*± 



Hok. Sat. 3. Lib. 1. 

rte Utberihits propriif offendat \ 
Fttjtttlat) igtiaf cat verrucas illius *. . ji 

He that delircs his Wens ftiould not offend \ " * 
His Friend, mufi: wink at th' pimples of his Frict^f/* 

' *L0NV0lt, % 

Printed by M. C. for H. Bmne at the Gun at the ' . 
Weft-end of St. Pauls, M. DC. LXXX. 



To his honoured Friend and Patron, 

Sir William Backjjouje^ 



B A R O N £ 






SIR, 

Here prefect, or rather pay, what I have 
often promifed you, and what you have 
a right to $ The Poems of Horace 
in the Englifh Tongue : To the Tran- 
Jlation whereof my pleafant retirement- 
and conveniencies at your delightfome Habitation, 
have liberally contributed. 

And novo according to the Cuftom of my Prede- 
ceflbrs, having fpoiled fome Paper with writing a 
had Book, lam to wajie more in a werfe Preface, 
left I fuffer under the imputation of being a Here- 
tick in BooJ^writing. 

However, I will be fo kind to yon and my felf, as 
to fpare fo much Time and Paper as might be employ- 
ed in celebrating your Grcatnefs, Virtu's, and gene- 
rous Inclinations towards me^ bewg Themes for a 
higher Pen than 1 dare pretend to, and only tell you, 
how yon came to be difturbed with thefe underta- 
kings. 

A 3 • 'Twos 
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*Tn>as not becaufe I unaerjiand this Author bet- 
ter than others do, nor becaufe 1 thought I did, 
But the fame temptation which induced our Gran- 
dame Eve to cat Fruity prevail d with me to read 
Horace \ meerly becaufe forbidden. 

But the frequent Quotation of him by all forts*of 
Ingenious men, and the Hault-gouft which the wit 
and truth of his excellent Jayings gave, made me 
languifh till I bad broken through all the difficulties 
which my Imbecillity contended with, and thrown 
my felfon this audacious adventure. 

In the profecutionAvhereof I never blufh'd to ask^ 
the advice, or take the affiftance of any Pirfon 
whom I thought Me to contribute either. And 
among the rejt, of that indefatigable and eminently 
Itzrtlt&Perfbn with whom, by your indulgence and 
his tw* condefcenfion, / had the honour and hap- 
pinejs to grow acquainted, whom I found jo skill d 
7n all the difficulties of this Poet, that he was to 
me more than all the Voluminous Commentators. 

Sir, For my fpecdier difpafch and your advantage, 
1 made bold to take in all fifth parts of Ho IV ACE, 
as have been Englifhed by the Lord Ambaliador 
Fanfhaw 5 and what were omitted by him^ I fup- 
plied with fitch as have been done by Sir Thomas 
Hawkins, or Dr. Holiday, or both for they are 
both the fame 5 and whether of the two is the Au- 
thor, remains to me undifcovered : What were not 
touched by thefe, I gathered out of Mr. Cowley's, 
and other Printed Biykj 5 and fuch as were not 
Tranfiated by other s % my flf and fevtral Friends 
cf mine at my requefi have attempted: De Arte 

Poe- 
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DEDICATORY. 

V Poetica JJWe Engliftied ^rwt.Ma- 

fter thereof B. Jonnfon, J have borrowed to crown 
] the reft. 

K So that you will eafily find, that as this fyok.con- 
fifts of feveral mens endeavours, fo thofe feveral men 
Went (everal ways 5 -but all ftudied to ji nn a nice Pc- 

. dantical Tranflation, which Horace could not abide. 
By reading all which, you are certain of two Pica- 
fires, Liberty of Cenfuring, and Variety of 
Matter. 

And I have this felicity , that if any diflike 
what is done , it will not be Jafe for them to 
. traduce it publicly, left they foould reproach fome 
of. the Undertakers to their faces 5 for we are 
confiderable for number and quality, confining of 
many Pcrfons$ and thofe either Right Honoura- 
ble, Right Worlhipful, Reverend, or (which 
is as good) Well-beloved;*^^/ if I for my part 
have herein played the Fool, 'tis invyrygood Com- 
pany. 

Such as it is 1 expofe it to public^ perufal, with 
this becoming Confidence, that the excellence of the 
Author will make amends for the imperfections of 
the Tranflators ; and having this in my'projpeff, 
that Horace may chance to find as good fortune 
as his dear Friend ViRGIL had, who being plun- 
dered of all his Ornaments by the old Tranflatours, 
was reftored to others with double luflre by thofe . 
Standardrbearers of Wit and Judgment, Denhara 
and Waller. To which end I humbly commend this 
rude Effay, to thoje Perfons whofc Learning, Wir, 
and Leifure fall enable to do him fnch right as he 
, >;' A 4 • . . de- 
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. The EPISTLE 

dtfervcs. And for a president, ldefire fhem to com- 
part thefe Lines of Phaer, 

This end had Prisms deftinies, all this chance him 

Fortune fent, 
When he the Fire \nTroj had feen, his Walls and 

Caftles rent^ 

That fometimes over People proud, and Lands 

had reign'd with fame 
Of Ma 9 Emperour great, now ftiort on Chore he 

lies with (hame, 
His Head befides his Shoulders laid, his Corps no 

more of name. • 

4 

with this done by Sir John Denham, 

Then fell the King who yet furviv'd the State, 
With fuch a fignal and peculiar fate, 
Under fo vaft.a Ruinc, not a Crave, 
Nor in fuch flames a Funeral Fire to have: 
He whom fuch Titles fweli'd, fuch power rnadp 
Proud, 

To whom the Scepters of all Affy bow 'd 5 
On the cold Earth lies the negle&cd King, 
A Headlefs Garcafe, and a namclefs thing. 

By which they may perceive how highly Tranflattont 
may be improved. And if any Gentlemen will be 
jo indujlrious and kind, as to amend, or but to find 
out ti e fault > in this Efjay ( which may eaftly be 
done ) or f urn? ft the Stationer with any better again ji 
the next ImpreJJ.pn^ they will be fo far from difobli- 

girig 

* • 
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DEDICATORY. 

ging me, that I invite them to it, conceiving it a 
work by which they may gratifie and oblige Pofteri- 

- ty : And Jhould rejoyce to fie theje rude and imper- 
J fe& Draughts, like the Athenian Ship fo often and 
throughly amended, that there Jkall not an old Planks x 
remain therein : That fo theft Poems which were fo 

. acceptable to Auguftus in their native dreft, might 
be fo poli JIM in our Language, that they may be 
UoK.d on by a more indulgent and greater Prince 

than he was. \ 

Perhaps it may be expeffed that I Jljould have em- 
beliilhed (as they call it) this Addrefs with 
Witty Pafiages and Rhetorical Flowers 3 but in- 
deed Sir, they are grown quite out of fafhion, and I 
am heartily glad that thereby I am freed from a task, 
which lwtffo unfit for. . 

And now Sir, having tired yon with this Narra- 
tive, to make you amends, I will make no Addrefi 
to the Gentle Reader 5 only I declare to him and 
all the World, that I profefs my felf, and am what 
your Goodnefs has made me, 

Honoured Mecaenas, 

„ 1 

Tour very much obliged Servant, 

* 

Akx. Bromc. 

• * 

THE 
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THE LIFE OF 

HORACE. 

QVintus Horatiji* Flacquf, vyas born at Ve- 
ttufinm, formerly one of the beft Cities in 
Italy, now called Vtnofo ; ■ of mean Pa- 
rentage; his Father was one whom the Romans 
called Libertinus, viz. The Son of a Slave who had 
been made Free $ and by Profeffion he was a Preco, 
or a Coa&or, whofe Imployment was to gather in 
Debts for Vfurers. Of his Mother we find no 
mention s only -'tis agreed by all the Dutch Com- 
mentators that he had one. He was born two 
years before Catiline $ Confpiracy, viz. The 6th 
of the Ides of December 5 Cotta and Torquatus be- 
ing Confuls. His Education was at Rome, where 
his Father finding him very pregnant, kept him 
at School under Orbilim, a whipping School- Majier^ 
% his Father alfo, being a very prudent man, had a 
fevere and watchful eye over him, and inftrutted 
him in Virtue. Having attained to a good mea- 
sure of Griiw^r-learning at Rome, he was lent s 
to Athens ( then the moji famous University in the 
World ) and there ftudied Philofophy 3 in which, 
if he adhered to any Se&, it was to the Epicure- 
ans. At firft he was no great Zealot in Religion, 
but rather jeered than adored any of the Heathen 

Gods$ 
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The Life of Horace. 

Gods 5 of which neverthelefs he afterwards re- 
pented and made an Ode, profefledly to teftifie 
his Recantation. In the Civil War betwixt Au- 
guflus and Brutus and {"Coffins, he being the fami- 
liar Friend of Brutus, took his part in the Battel 
at Philippi } in which he was a Tribune, which is 
equivalent to a Colonel here: But whether he 
fought or nor, docs not appear 5 only by his be- 
ing lb great a Commander and Co ingenious a Per* 
fan, 'tis probable that the Mujes might infpire 
him with enough tokeephimftlf out of dan* 
ger : Some have traduced him for running away, 
which if true is exo fable ^ for Valour and Wit are 
two Spirits which pofleftonly fdme men, and that 
but at fome times : So that the fame Commanders 
who have proved Cutrords in a juft and honourable 
War, have afterwards in a Tavern dared to chal- 
lenge fuch as call'd them fo ; and by the Law, a 
Souldier is no more bound to fight when he is 
out of his Humour, than an Orator to fpeak 
when he is out of his Wits : Nor is it prudent for 
a man of Wit and Learning, to have his Brains 
beaten out by one that has none. Auguflus ha- 
ving won tfye Battel, it appeared that Horace bad 
takeri the wrong fide, for which his great friend 
Mecanas, a very rich Nobleman of Rome, and in 
great efteem with Auguflus, obtained a Pardon : 
And Auguflus, like a good-natured Prince, not 
only pardoned, but rewarded him for being againft 
him, and (if it had then bin in faftiion there) 
would have Knighted him. Now being become 
a Courtier, and not old or hold enough to begg 5 

and 

* 
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The Life of Horace. 

and Augujius, fo newly after a War, not rich 
enough to give 5 he (like others of his Order ) 
wanted Money, and that put him upon making 
Vtrfes, which he performed to admiration \ and 
was the fit ft that introduced the Lyrick^ Poems 
among the Ro wans : By which ingenuity and fvveec- 
nefs of Converfiiion, he grew fo much in favoar 
with Mcc&nas, that he by his good will, would 
never have htm out of his Company; and to en- 
courage him in his Studies, and enable him to live 
without Cares, beftowed on him a competent 
Eftate among the Sahines, where he had a Country- 
Eoufe, to which he often retired, from the noife 
and buftle of Rome, to write and contemplate, and 
in .which he took great delight and recreation. 
By Mectnas he was preftrrd to a familiar ac- 
quaintance w r ith Augujius, who offer'd to make 
him his Secretary of State: But Horace (likeo- 
ther great Wits ) hated Bufinefc. Augujius alfo 
confidering what immortality Poets confer on 
Princes and other great men, wrote a Letter him- 
felf, inviting him to come and live with him as 
his Companion. And having read fome of the Sa- 
tyrs, and found not him felf concern d or his name , 
mentioned therein, hecomplain'd of it, and asked 
him, Whether he thought it would he a difparagemcnt 
to him to have it recorded to pojlerity, that Horace 
was a familiar friend to Augullus ? As to his Sta- 
ture, he wasfbortand \ r ery fat, blear-eycl, gray- 
headed in his youth, and bald in the forehead. 
And for his morals, he was a very good man, pi- 
ous and grateful to his Fat her, whom being grown 

old 

> * 
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* The Life of Horace. 

old and poor, he relieved and kept him at hi$ 
Country-Houfe : Much a Gentleman in his nature 
and demeanour ; very merry and faceti otts in com- 
pany, foon angry and foon pleafed; As to his 
Diet, he was that which we by a grand miftake 
call an Epicure, for he loved and underftood how - 
to eat and drink well ; and though he was very 
temperate and frugal generally, yet at a Treat, if 
he lik'd his Company, he would give nature a 
boje, and come up to Ohel He had that good- 
matured Vice ( if it be one) which conftandy ad- 
heres to great Wits, and is much indulged by high 
Imagination : an inclination to Worn** which he 
is the lefs to be condemned for, becaufe he was a 
Batchelour, and in his time and Qountry it was not 
efteemed a Crime. He was well acquainted with, 
and highly valued by, all the eminent Wits, and 
perfons of Quality in his time. By frequent 
Company -keeping, and drift Obfervation, he in- 
formed himfelf of all the Vices and Humours of 
Rome, which he reproved and chajlifcd in a way 
if Raillery , whereby men were jeerd out of 
heir ill Manners, and not offended: Soconfider- 
iblc was he for his Parts, and fo eminent for his 
Writings, that he defervedly won the applaufes 
if divers of the greateft Scholars in their Times, 
is Tibullus , Virgil , Ovid , Petronius , Perfius^ 
&>Hintilian, Alex. Sever us, St. Augujiine, $caliger 9 
tnd BiJIwp Jewel, who have all written in his 
Commendation^ and are known to be neither Fools 
i or Flatterers. How long he lived, is not agre- 
ed on 5 fome fay Fifty, fome Fifty five, fome Fif- 
ty 
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The Life of Horace. 

ty nine, others Seventy years : But when he fi. 
nifti d his fecond Book of Ep/Jlles, he was Forty 
four years old. And he died foon after Mecttias, 
namely fas the beft: Authors report) 5 Kal 
Decern. Cetiforims and Gallns being Confuls 
which was Five Years before the Birth of C/:r/Ji\ 
having made Augnftus his Heir, to whom he left 
his Library, which was a good one 3 and a Years 
Provifion, which he always defigned to keep 
before-hand : and being a great contemner of 
Wealth, and a derider of Covetous men, he ne- 
ver aim'd at more. Being dead he was buried 
next to Mectnas himfelf; in the Efquilit^ an ho- 
nour which good Poets dtferve, and which great 
Princes have in all times taken care to confer up- 
on them. 
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R E A D E R. 
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7*0 taA? *JMJ d// exception again jit his third 
Edition, 'twas thought necejfdry, by a friend 
to the dead ColleSot of theft Translations, to let 
thee {{now that there is nothing either added to,, or 
taken from the Former, more, or lefs than (if he 
had livd ) himfelf intended, as may appear by his 
Epijile Dedicatory 5 where he invites new Adven* 
turtrs, and conceives it a Work by which they 
might gratifie and oblige Pofterity : In order to 
that his Dejign^ Mr. Brome left behind him fever al 
Copies, to be put in the place of many there Printed 5 
from his desires, and example, encouragement was 
*ak§n to Jitbjiitute others, in the room of fome for- 
mer Verfwns throughout the whole Bookj And 'tis 
hoped t pat the fame Modejly, which obligd the Au- 
hors of them to conceal their Names then, will alfo 
'OTP hinder them from thinking themfelves agrievd: 
Is for them that have nfurpt their Odes, they have 
lis to Jay for themfelves, that having a tolerable 
pinion of their own performances (as all Poets 
we ) they judged it reafonable , that they alfo 
ould have their turn in the Prejs 5 and run the 
we Rifque of cenfure with their Predeoeffors : in- 
tend- 
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To the Reader. 

tending by this Ex ferment , to inform thentfetves 
how the World fiands affeQed toward their Mufes : 
If favourably \ ten to one but you hear of them again } 
if otherwife, they hope they Jhall have Wit enough 
hereafter to forbear Rhyming, and keep fafe on the 
Shore, rather than run the hazard of a fecond Ship- 
wrack. Now fieuldit after all this fo happen, that 
Offence be taken where none is intended, The Stati- 
oner fays he Jhould be very forry, but could not tell 
bow to help it : And is contented ( if his Cujiomers 
will have it fo ) that the Barber* Bafio be no. longer 
a Barber / Bafin , but the Helmet of the doughty 
Mambrino. 
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Ode I. By Sir % Fanfhaw. 
To MjECENJS. . 

That fkveral Men afe3feveral Things i Thathimfetf 
is delighted with the Study of Lyrick Verges, 

MM C E NA S, Thufcan Ki ngs defcenr, . * 
My Bulwark and fweet Ornament. 
There are th£t love their Charets fpoke 
With rais'd Olympic^ duft (hould fmoak i 
And with hot Wheels the Goal clofe (haven, 
And noble Palm, lifts Men to Heaven. 
One, if the fickle Peoples blaft 
Redoubled Honours on him caft : 
Another that delights to tear 
With Plough the Fields his Fathers were i 
If in his private Barns He ftore 
Whatever fruitful Afrtek. bore $ 
The wealth of Crefus cannot gain 
With trembling Keel to plough the Mam. 

* Frighted 
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l ne Merchant praifes Home and Eafe : 

Rut His bruis'd Veflel repairs ftraighr, 

Impatient of a mean Eftate. 

There is that neither (corns to tafte 

Old MaJJiqtie, nor half-days to wafte 

Under a (hady Poplar fpread, 

Or at a Bubling Fountains Head. 

Some Drums and Trumpets love, and War 5 

Which Mothers doas muchabbor. 

The Huntfman in the cold doth rome 

Forgetting his poor Wife at Home, 

Whether his Hounds a Stag have rowz'd, 

Or Marfan Boar his Nets have towz'd. 

Me Ivy (Meed of learned Heads J) 

Ranks with the Gods : Me chill Groves, Treads 

Or Satyrs with loofe Nymphs, have (how'd 

tu Va ? Ut ? f the comm °n Road 5 
W nillt kind Euterpe wets my Flute 

miMk-Pffyfymne ftrings my Lute • 
Then write Me in the Lyrkk Role, 
My lofty Head (hall knock the Pole. 

* 

A Paraphrafe upon the fame Ode, tjS.W.Efq; 

To MJECENAS. 

* 

M MCENAS, fprung from Royal Blood, 

TW , } ' gr ? tcft Patrp »> i u « ™d good ■' 
RaTie fl eV ^ n , th '°^Acames 
fcaife fhe light duft, but more their names: 

When 
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1 Bookt ODES. 

When the fleet Race, and noble Prize, 
E re Death, the Vi&or deifies. 

Some in dpptaufe, that empty air, 
Place both their honour, and their care 5 
While others with a different mind 
Would choofe more fblid wealth to find, 
And rich in what the Earth docs yield, 
To the whole Sea prefers one Field 3 
The Sea'l not tempt them, or its ftore, 
No not the World, to leave the Shore. 

Tfie Merchant when he fees the Skiea 
Cover cl with Storms, and Tewpefts rife, 
Thinks none To happy live, or well, 
As thofe that on the Main-land dwell 3 
He praifes what he flights at Home : 
ra But when from a bad Voyage come, 
I Above the Earth he loves the Main, 
And longs to be at Sea again. 

The Fuddlecap, whofe God's the Vine, 
Lacks hot the Sun if he have Wine 3 
By th* Sun he only finds a way 
To fotoe cool Springs to fpend the Day. 

Shrill Flutes and Trumpet Sotddiers love, 
And fcorn thofe fears that Women move, 
* The Huntfman, in the open Plains 
Regardlefs of the Air remains, 
A Deer makes him forget his Wife, 
And a fierce Boar defpife his life. 
d But me the leafned Laurel give, 
That Godsthemfelvelby Poets live. 
Give me a Grove, whofe gloomy fhade 
For Nymphs and frisking Fawns was made, 
fl B z 
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Where from the Vulgar hid, Tie be, 
The Mtifes waiting all on me 5 
Here one my Harp and Lute (hall firing. 
Another there (hall ftand and fwg. 

Th'19 one thing great Mwtnas do, 
Inrol me in the Ljrkl^ Count 
A Lyrick. Poet, and Tie mount 

Above the Skies, almoft as high as you. 



O d e II. By Sir R. F. 
To AVGVSTVS CJESAR. 

That all the Gods are angry with the Romans for the 
killing of Julius Cxfar : That the only hope of the 
Empire is placed in Auguftus. 

ENough of Hail and cruel Snow 
, Hath Jove now (howr'd on us below 5 
Enough with thundring Steeples down 

Frighted the Town. • 
Frighted the World, left Pyrrha's Raign 
Which of new Monfters did complain, 
Should come again, when Proteus Flocks 

Did climb the Rocks : 
And Fifh in tops of Elm-Trees hung, 
Where Birds once built their Nefts, and fung, 
And the all-covering Sea did bear 

The trembling Deer. 
We, Yellow Tyler did behold 
Back from the Tyrrhene Ocean rowl'd, 

. Againft 
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Againft the Fane of Vefta's Power, 

And Numa's Tower t, 
Whilft the Uxorious River iwears 
He'l be reveng'd for Ilia's Tears 5 
And over both his Banks doth rove 

Unbid of Jove. 
Our Children through our faults but few, 
Shall hear that we their Fathers flew 
Our Countrymen : Who might as well 

The Persians quell. 
What God (hall we invoke to ftay 
The falling Empire I with what Lay 
Shall holy Nun tire Vefia's Pray'r- 

Refilting Ear ? 
To whom will Jove the charge commend 
Of Purging us t at length defcend 
Prophetick Phoebus, whofe white Neck. 

A Cloud doth deck. 
Or Venus in whofe fmiling Rays 
Youth with a thoufand Cupid's plays : 
Or Mars, if thou at length canft pity 

Thy long-plagud City. 
Ala», we long have (ported thee, 
To whom 'tis fport bright Casks to fee, 
And grim Afpefts of Moorifti Foot 

With Blood and Soot * 
Or winged Hermes, if 'tis you 
Wb.om in Augufius form we view, 
With this revenging th' other Flood 

Of Julius Blood 3 
Return to Heaven late we pray, 
And long with us the Remans ftay : 

B a Nor 
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Nor let difdain of that Offence 

Snatch thee from hence. 

Love here Victorious Triumphs rather 5 

Love here the Name of Prince and Father : 

Nor let the Medes unpuniflit ride, 

Thou being our Guide. 

1 

A Paraphrase on the fame Ode, by §. W. 

» 

To AVGVSTVS. 

STorms long enough at length have blown ! 
Jove Hail, Fire, has darted down, 
Has his own Temples overthrown, 

And threatned all the Town 3 
Threatned the World, which now did fear 
Another Deluge to be near 5 
When Proteus all his Herds did drive 

Upon the Hillsto live. 
When higheft Trees with Fijb werefilTd, 
Tho&Trees where Birds were wont to build ? 
And Stags that could the Wind out-flye * 

Muft take the Sea, or die. 
We Tyberfaw, when Seas withftood 
His (treams, and checkt with Seas his flood, 
More heady, and unruly grown, 

Not waft, but bear all down 5 
And fweJling at his Ilias wrong 
No more his Banks did glide along, 
But chofe new Channels and a Sea, 

To be re veng'd would be. 
' How 
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How our own Swords thofe wounds did make 
Which might have made the Persian quake, 
Thefe Civil Wars, next Age (hall tell, 

And fear what us befeL 
When th a Empire thus begins to fall, 
On what God (hall poor Romans call ? 
In vain we hope our God will hear, 

When Fefta ftops her ear. 
To whom will Jove Commiflion give 
To purge us, or our Plagues reprieve? 
Defcend Apollo cloth'd with light, 

Thy beams muft make us bright, 
Or elfe thou faireft Queen of Love, 
More needed here than thou art above, 
About whofe Neck the Graces fly e, 

And languifti in thine eye; 
Or Mars, if he hath any pity 
For his difpis'd and ruin 'd City ; 
Though Mars has been fo long at Rome , 

We need not with he'd come. 
Or you bright Hermes, proud to be 
Augujtus, more than Mercury 5 
Since in that (hape you choofe to breath, 

And expiate Gefars death. 
Let it be long ere you return 
To Heav'n, in love you Romans burn 
For their old Crimes, defire your ftay, 

• . Never to go away. 

Do you their Lives and Wars command, 
The Prince and Father of your Land, 
Nor let our Enemies o're us ride, 

While C^tfar is our Guide; 
B 4 , Ode 

• ' Digitized by Google 




ODES. Book I. Jk 

Ode HI. By Sir R.F. 

He prays 4 profperous Voyage to Virgil, Embarqued 
for Athens : And takes occasion from thence to in- 

zeigh againjl the boldnefs of Man. 

\ 

SHip, that to us (weet Virgil ow'ft 
' ( With thee intruded ) fafe 
Convey him to the Attick Coaft 5 

And lave my better half: 
Sq Helenas Brothers ( ftellifi'd ) 

And Venus guide thy Sails : 
And the Wind's Father, having ti'd 

All up, but Vernal Gales. 
Of Oak a Bofom had that man, 

And trebble-fheath'd with Brafs, 
Who firft the horrid Ocean 

With brittle Barque did pafs 5 
Nor fear'd the hollow Storms, that roar 5 

The Hyades^ that weep 5 
Nor the South-wind, which Lords it or e 

The Adriatic^ Deep. . 
What face of Death could him difmay, 

That faw the Monfters fell 3 
And wracking Rocks, andfwelling Se^, 

With Eyes that did not fwell > 
In vain the Providence of God 
^ The Earth and Sea did part 5 
f yet the v/atry Paths are trod 

By a forbidden Art. 
put Men (that will have all, or none ) 
Still things forbid defire ; 



4 
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Iapetus bold Son ftole down 

The Elemental Fire , 
Whence Leannefs over-fpread the World, 

And Fevers ( a new Race ) 
Which creeping Death on Mortals hurl'd 3 

And bad him mend his pace. 
D<edale the empty Air did cut 

With Wings not giv'n to men 5 / ' ' 
And Hercules the Gates unfliut ' 
r Qf piuto « difraal. Den. \ 7 \ 7 , 

Nothing is hard to finful Man : . 

At Heav'nitfelf we fly; 
Nor fuffer ^ove ( do what he can ) 
To lay his Thunder by, 

■ ~ r~ 

Ode IV. BySk R.F. 
L. SE XTIUS * Confute Man. 

t 

Propofeth the arrival of the Springs and the common 
condition of Death, as inducements toPleafures. 

( ftern Gales, 

SHarp Winter's thaw'd with Spring and We- 
And Ships drawn up the Engine hales : 
The Clown the Fire, the Beafts their Stalls forgo : 

The Fields have caft their Coats of Snow. 
Fair Ventfs now by Moon-lhine leads a Dance, 

The Graces after comely prance. 
rVith them the Nymphs the Earth alternate beat, 
Whilft Vulcan at his Forge doth fweat. 

Now 
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Now fliould we be with lafting Myrtle Cro^n d 9 

Or Flowers late Pris'ners in the Ground. 
Now fhould we facrifice a Lambkins Blood 

To F annus in a (acred Wood. 
Death knocks as boldly at the Rich-man s door, 

As at the Cottage of the Poor, 
Rich Sextins : and the (hortnefs of our days 

Fits not with long and rugged ways. 
Swift Night will intercept thee,and the Sprights, 

They chat fo of in Winter Nights, 
And Pluto's haunted Inn. Thou canft not there 

Call for theMufickand goodCheer : 
Nor in foft Chloris gaze away thy fight, 

Her Sexes Envy, Our delight. 



1 



Ode V. BySir&F. 

» 

To PYR.RHA. 

That thofe Men are miferable who are intangled in 
her Love: That he is efc aped out of it as from 
Shipwrackjby Swimming. 



/ 



WHat Stripling now thee difcompofes, 
In Woodbine Rooms, on Beds of Rofes, 
For whom thy Aburn hair 
Is fpread, unpainted fair } 
How will he one day curfe thy Oaths, 
And Heav'n that witnels'd your Betroaths ! 
How will the poor Cuckold, 
That deems thee perfect G old, 

Bear- 
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.earing no ftamp but his, be maz'd, 
;o fee a fudden Tempeft rais'd ! 

He dreams not pf the Winds, 

And thinks all Gold that Chines. . 
'or me my Votive Table (howes 
rhat I have hung up my wet Clothes 

Upo.ifcthe Temple Wall 

Of Seas great Admiral. 

A Paraphfafe on the fame Ode, by Dr. C. 

• • ■ 
I. 

TO whom now Pyrrha art thou kind ? 
To what Heart-raviftit Lover 
}oft thou thy golden Locks unbind, 
Thy hidden fweets difcover 3 
And with large bounty open fet 
Ml the bright ftores of thy rich Cabinet } 

2. 

\h fimple Youth, how oft will he 
Of thy changed faith complain ? 

\nd his own fortunes find to be 
So airy and fp vain, 
Of fo Caraeleon-like an hew, 

rhat ftill their colour changes with it too. 

■low oft alas, will he admire 

The blacknefs of the Skies } 
rremblieg to hear the Winds found higher, 

And fee the Billows rife, 

Poor unexperienc d he, 
Who-ne re before afcis, had been at Sea I 
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He enjoys thy calmy Sun-ftiine now, 
And no treath ftirring hears 3 

In the clear heaven of thy Brow, 
No (malleft Cloud appears 3 
He fees thee gentle, fair, and gay, 

And trufts the faithleft April of thy My. 

5- ■• 
Unhappy! thrice unhappy he, 

T' whom thou untried doft ftiine, 

But there's no danger now for me, 

Since o're Lorettoes fhrine, 

In witnefs of the Shipwrack paft. 

My confecrated Veffel hangs at laft. 



Ode VI. By C. C. Efqj 

To AGRIPPA. 

Argument. 

Though Varius in Heroic^ Jiile 
A grippal Martial A3s compile 5 
Yet Horace his low-pitched Mnfe 
Moji humble Subjects beji purfues. 

VArius in living Annals may 
To the admiring Univerfe 
Voice out in high M&onian Verfe 
Thy courage and thy conquefts won 3 
And what thy Troops by Land and Sea, 

Have through thy noble conduft done. 

Our 
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Our Mufe>Agrippa, that does fly 

An humbler pitch, attempts not thefe, 
T* exprefs Pelides rage 3 nor fly 
TJlyJfes tedious Voyages : 

Nor dips her Plume in thofe red Tides 
y Flow from the bloody Parr icid es 
OfPeiops cruel Family: 

We nothing to fuch heights pretend, 

Since Modefty, 
And our weak Mufe, who does afpire 
No further than the jolly Lyre, 
Forbids that we 
Should in our vain attemps offend, 
And darken with our humble Layes 
Thine, and great Csfars God-like praife. 
Who to his worth can Mars difplay 
When clad in Arms, whofe dreadful ray, 

Puts out the day ? 
Or brave Merioms fet forth, , 
When foyl'd in Trojan duft, or raifc 
Fit Trophies to Tydides worth, 

Who to th* immortal Gods was made 
A Rival by Minerva's aid > 
We fing of Feafting, and Delights, 
Stout Drinking, and the harmlefs Fights 

Of hot young Men and blufhing Maids, 
Who when the Foe invades 
Make a faint (how 

To guard what they re content (hould go. 
Thefe are the Sub je&s of our Song 
In Nights that elfe would feem too long, 
Did we not wifely prove 
• The fweets of Jollity and Love. Ode 
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Ode VII. BySirT.f/. | 
To MUN ATUIS PLANCUS. ' 

Some fraife one City, fame another 5 but Horace pA 
ferreth Ty bur before all, where Plancus was bortn 
whom he exborteth to wajh Care away with Wine. 



SOme Rhodes /otne Myt'lenejiphefus doth pleaf< 
Or Walls of Corint h with its two-fold Seas : 
Some Thebes , fome Delian De/phos worth defend, 
Other TheJJalian Temper Air commend. 
There are, who make their fole and fix'd Defign, 
To mention Pallas City in each line, 
And rather ftrive her Olive branch to grace, 
Than any pull'd off from another place : 
Yea fome to honour Juno loud proclaim 
Korfe-racing Argos^ and Mycenas fame. 
Me, not the patient Sparta s pompous fights, 
Not fat LariJJa field fo much delights, 
As do Albumas Eccho-giving Groves, 
And Aniens headlong Stream that by it roves ; 
Or than Tiburms woods, and Orchard-grounds, 
Moiftned with gliding Brook which it arrounds, 
As the South- wind, the Heavns from dark Clouds 
And doth not generate perpetual (ho wers; ( fcours, 
So ( Plancus ) with good Wine, be it thy ftrife, 
To wafh down fadnefs, and the toils of life : 
Whether thou to thy glittering Tents art ty 'd, 
Or doftin Tybcrs (hady Bowers abide. 
When Teucer fled, Father, and Salamine^ 
He, (it is faid ) his Temples dew'd with Wine 3 

An 
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And brows encircled with a Poplar wreath, 
Did'mongft his penfi ve friends thefe accents breath; 
What way Fortune ( more kind than Sires ) (hall 
We,Friends,and dear Companions, will go. ( (how, 
Teucer, your Guide, Teucer Encourage^ 
Defpair not any thing, admit no fear: 
For we fhall raife a fecond Salamine, 
( Says wife Apollo ) in another Clime 
Brave Spirits, who with me have fuffer d forrow, 
Drink Cares a way 5 weel let up fails to morrow. 

v 

— j ■■ 1 ■ — — — — — — ^— — — ■ 

Ode VIII. By SirJ^.F. 
To L Y D I A. 

0 

* 

He notes obscurely a certain Young Man, whom he 
calls Sybaris, as undone with Love, and melted 
with Pleafure?. 

r < 

LTdia, in Heavens Name, 
a Why melts young Sybaris in thy Flame > 
Why doth he bed-rid lie 

That can endure th* intemperate Skie > 
Why rides he not and twits 

The French great Horle with wringled bits ? 
Why (huns he Tjiburs Flood, 

And wreftlers Oy 1 like Vipers Blood > 
Nor hath his Flefh made foft • 

With bruifing Arms j having fo oft 
Been prais'd for (hooting far 

And clean delivery of the Bar? 

For 
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Forfliame, why lies he hid, 

As at. Tr^'s Siege Achilles did, 



B 




For fear left Mans Array 

Should him to Manly Deeds betray > 



Ode IX; BySir&jF. 
To THALIARCHUS. „ 

That being Winter, it is time for Men to give them- 
felves to Pleaft/re. 

THou feeft the Hills candied with Snow 
Which groaning Woods fcarce undergo, 
Arid a ftiff Ice thofe veins 
Congeals which Branch the Plains. 
Diffolve the Froft with Logs pil'd up 
To th' Mantle-tree } let the great Cup 
Out of a larger Sluice 
Pour the reviving Juice. 
Truft Jove with other~things $ when he 
The righting Winds takes up at Sea, 
Nor fpeared Cyprefs (hakes, 
Nor aged Elm-tree quakes. * - 

Upon to Morrow reckon not, 
Then if it comes 'tis clearly got : 
Nor being young defpife 
Or Dancings, or Loves Joys. 
Till tefty Age gray Hairs (hall Snow 
Upon thy Head, lofeMafque, nor Show : 
Soft whifpers now delight 
At a fet hour by Night : 



And 
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And Maids that giggle to difcover 
Where they are hidden to a Lover 3 

And Bracelets, or fome Toy 

Snatcht from the willing Coy. 



Ode X. By R. N. Paraphras'd. 
• To MERCURY. 

» • . 

In fraife of Mercury. 

^TpHou fweet-tongu d God, thefon of Jove and 
X Who didft thy Rabble teach ( May \ 
A more refined fpeech 5 
And (hewd'ft the active Youth the Hug to play- 

Of thee 1 11 fing, 
Who doft with nimble wing 
Convey the Meffages 't wixt Jove i ( 
And all the other Gods above. 
Of thee, who did'ft at firft the Lyre invent, 
And did'ft the Thief fo fubtly play, 
Stealing whate're thou couldft away, 
And yet intend no hurt but Merriment. 
Of thee, who did'ft Apollo $ Herd reftore, 
That were, or ftoln, or ftray 'd not fo before, 

Which made him fret, 
And utter many a threat, 
Yet being not able to Revenge, did laugh it o're. 
Of thee m fing, who Priam did*** convey 

Through th* armed croud 
Of Greeks with Conquert proud, 
Leaving in flames his falling Troy. 

6 C Thou 

- 
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Thou doft all fouls condud to their laft home, 

The Virtuous to Eljftnm : 
The Vicious to that place, where torments dwell 5 
Officious both to Gods above, and Devils in Hell. 




• Ode XL By Sir. T.ff. 
To LEUCONOE, 

He exhorteth Leuconoe, that Care omitted, fie freh^ 
to pleafe her felf taking Argument from the Jhort- 
nejs of Life, and fpeed of Death, 



£Trive not ( Leuconoe) to know what end 
i^The Gods above to thee or me will fend : 
Nor with Aftrologers confult at all, 
That thou may 'ft better know what can befal. 
Whether thou liv'ft more Winters, or thy laft 
Be this, which Tyrrhen waves 'gainft rocks docaftj 
Be wife, drink free, and in fo iljort a fpace, 
Do not protra&ed hopes of Life embrace. 
Whilft we are talking, envious Time doth Aide : 
This day's thine own, the next may be deny cL 



N 



A Paraphrafe on the fame Ode, by S. W. 

■ 4 

To LEUCONOE. 

E're ftrive Lenconoe, ne're ftrive to know 
What Fates decreed for thee and me, nor go 

To 
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To an Aftrologer^ 'tis half the Cure, • 
When ill, tQ think it will not long endure : 
\y hither Jove will another Winter give. 
Or whether 'tis your laft that now you live ; 
Be wife, and fince you have not long to ftay, 
Fool not with tedious hopes your Life away. 
Time,wh\\e we fpeak on't fliesj now banifti forrow^ 
Live well to day, and never truft to morrow. 

■ ' ~*> 

Ode XII. By SirT.H. 
To AUGUSTUS. 

* 

To Gods, Demy-Gods; and forde worthy Men ho* 
noured, he defcendeth into the divine praifes of 
Auguftus. 

V[ THat man, or Hero, (Clio) wilt thou praifc 
V With fhrilleft Pipe, or Lyra's fofter lays > 
What God? whofeName in fportive (train, 
Eccho will chaunt thee back again ? | 
Either in (hady Heliconian Bowers, 
High Pindvs, or cold craggy Hemus Towers, j 
Whence leavy Groves by heaps confus'd, ! 
To wait on tuneful Orpheus us'd 5 
Orpheus well skill'd from Mothers artful lay, i 
Swift Rivers glide, and fpeedy Winds to ftay, 
And with his Harps melodious fong 
Attentive Oaks to draw along. 
What (hall I fing before the conltant praife 
Of Father Jove, who Gods, and Mortals fways > 

C 2 XC3y 
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. Yea, Land, Sea, World extended wide 

With various Seafons doth divide > 
From whom there nothing fprings,greater than he: 
Like nothing lives, nor can a fecond be : 

Yet (hall next honours Pallas grace. 

Though feated in a lower place. 
Nor will I, warlike Bacchus, let thee go. 
Nor Dian, lavage Beafts eternal foe : 

Pkebus (hall like wife have a part, 

Dreadful with unavoided Dart. 
With Hercules I Leclas Sons muft name 3 
Horfe-fervice this, Foot-fight gives th' other fame ; 

Whofe brighter Star, when fir (tin Sky, 

The wakeful Sailer doth defcry. 
Down from the Rocks impetuous waters flow j 
The Winds furceafe, the Clouds difpelled go : 
. And threatning Waves ( fo the Twins will ) 

Upon the Oceans brow are (till. 
Thefe mentioned fir ft, (hall Romulus obtain 
The next record, or Nomas peaceful Reign } 

Shall I the power of Tarquins State, 

Or Cato's manly death relate } 
Stout Regulus, the Scauri, Paulus 0 free 
Of his great foul in Camas Vi&ory 5 

Or (hall my grateful Tongue rehearfe 

Fabrithis, in refplendent Verte? 
Who with the valiant Curitfs, rough in guife 
And Hair uncomb'd, did with Qamillus rife 

To high advancement, homely bred 

In their poor Grand-Sires Land, and Shed. 
Marcellus Fame is like a fpreading Tree, 
- Which groweth ftill, although infenfibly : 



Each 
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Each eye the jf////d« Star admires, 

As Cynthia 'mongft the leffer Fives; 
Great Father, and Protector of Man-kind 
From Saturn fprung, to thee the Fates affignd 

The care of mighty Ctfar 3 Reign, 

And Ctffar fecond place obtain. 
He whether in full Triumph lead along 
The vznquiitidParthiansjff ho near Latium throng, 

Or Seres, and fwart Indians tame. 

That Eaftward tremble at his name : 
He lefs, but Juft, the fpacious World (hall guides 
Heav n-fhaking, thou in thund ring Chariot ride, 

And thy offended lightning caft 

On Groves, which harbour the unchaft. 



Ode XIII. BySirR.K 
To LYDIA. 

/ 

He complains that Telephus is preferred before him. 

■ 

THe Arms that Wax-like bend, 
And every henge when you commend, 
On which the Head doth turn 

Of Telephus, ah, how I burn I ; 
Madnefs my mind doth rap, 

My Colour goes 5 and the warm lap 
Wheeling through either Eye, . | 

Shows with what lingring Flames I fry. 
I fry 3 when thy white hue 

Is in a Tavern-brawl dy'd blew, 
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Or when the (harp-fet Youth 

Thy melting Kifs grinds with his Tooth. 
Believ't, his love's not found 

That can fuch healing Kiffes wound 5 
Kifles which Venus hath 

Madefuppleina Ne&arbath. 
O their felicity 

Whom a firm cord of Lovfe doth tie, 

Unbroke with wicked ftrife, 

And t wifted with their threds of Life ! 



Ode XIV. BySirT.fl. 

To the Commonwealth preparing afrefi for Civil War. 

OShip what doft > frefh ftorms again 
Will drive thee back into the Main 5 
Bravely recover Port, and Shore, 
See'ft not th'art deftitute of Oar > 
Swift South- weft Winds invade thy Maft, 
Thy Sail-yard cracks with every blaft > 
Ai ;d Cables fcarce thy Keel allure, 
Thofe furly Billows to endure? 
Thy Sails are torn, and thou a thrall, 
No Gods hafte to invoke at all. 
Though Pontique Pine ( Woods noble race ) 
Thou boaft thy barren name and place : 
The fearful Sailer (dangers try 'd) 
Doth not to painted Ships confide : 
Take heed unlefs thou haft a mind 
To be A fport unto the Wind. 

* ■ ■ t ■ - , 
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Erft horrour to ray heart J beware, 
And flie m time thofe ftielfie Seas, 
Which rud betwixt bright Cyclades. 




Ode XV. 



* » 

ThePr-phecjrfNereus, concerning the deftrufticn 

■ of Troy. 



Wlien in Idstn Ships the treacherous fwain, 
With Relkn his Greek, Miftrefs crofs'd the 
Nenus y that ill events he might prefage, (Main, 
Becalm'd wirh lazy reft the iwitt Winds rage. 
Thou her tak'ft home with thee in an ill hour, 
Whom Greece fhall fetch again with armed power, 
Confpiring to diffolve thy Married ftate, 
And Priam % ancient Kingdom ruinate. 
Alas ! what toil for Horfe, ibr Men what pain, 
What diretul funerals of Trojans {lain. 
See, Pallas^ Helm and Target doth provide, 
And will on her incenfed Chariot ride. 
In vain grown infolent with Venus grace, 
Shalt thou thine Hair diflievel, fleek thy Face : 
In vain (halt thou, on Harps effeminate ftring, 
Soft tuned notes t* attentive Women fing , 
In vain, thou in thy Chamber (halt decline 
Sharp fpears, and head of Cnoffian javelin, 
Loud noife, and Aj*X 9 nimble to purlue, 
Yet duft at bft (hall foil thy beauties hue. 
Do'ft thou not Nejtor, nor Vfyjfes mind. 
Who for thy Countries Ruine art defign'd ? 



Pn 
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On the undaunted Salaminius flies 5 
The : Sthenelus provokes^ who bears the prize 
Of Arms, oi Horfe to manage with command : 
'Gainft thee likewife (hall Meriones ftand: 
Fell Diomccks iironger than his fire, 
For thee, with derate fury (hall enquire; 
Whom as an Hart that doth ntgle&his food, 
Spying far off the Wolf thirfty of blood, 
Thou faintly fiia!t, and almoft breaf hlefs flie, 
Breaking thy vow to Bellen cowardly. 
Achills wrathful Fleet the hour (hall flack 
Of Phrygian Matrons fall, and Ilmms wrack 3 
But Grecian fire in time determinate, 
Shall Trojan buildings burn, and diffipate. 



Ode XVL By Sir T. H. 

To a Friend. 

• > ■ . 

He recants : For he asketh pardon of a Mai dehorn he 
had wounded with Iambic transferring the fault 
upon anger ^t he unbridled force whereof he defcribes. 



D 



Aughter^than thy fair Mother much more fair, 
On my Iambicks fraught with fpiteful air, 
Do thou prefcribe what doom thy felf (hall pleafe, 
Either or Flames, or Adriatique Seas. 
Not Dindymenian^ not the Pythian Prieft, 
Are with fuch fury by their Gods poffeft; 
Not Bacchus , nor the Cory bantes fo, 
When on (hrill Brals they iterate their blow, 

' As 
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s baneful anger, which not Norique arms, 
for the (hip-wracking Stormy Ocean charms : 
[ot furious Fire, nor Jove himfelf on high, 
/hen he with dreadful Thunder rends theSkie. 
"is faid, Prometheus, refolv'd to make 
[an out of Clay, did feveral parcels take 
>ifle&ed cunningly from every Beaft, 
nd put fierce Lions wrath into our Breaft. 
nger Thyejies into ruine caft, 
nd unto Cities ever was the laft 
:aufe why they f ell,and that proud foes were feen 
/ithhoftile (hare to plough where wall* had been, 
ridle thy felf. Me likewife heat of blood 
nrag'd in Youth, and with diftemper d mood 
lto lambicks hurri'd : Now I feek 
o change my rougher language into meek 5 
3 wrongs recanted, thou more friendly be, 
nd love reciprocal return to me. 



Ode XVII. By R.N. 
The Conveniencies of his Country Farm. 

I. 

>0 fweetly feated is my Country Farm, 
} That neither Summers fcorching heat 
Nor Winters ftormy cold doth threat 
[y felf, nor yet my thriving Flocks with harm. 

x* 

at there my wanton Kids fecurely may 
Without their Dams through Copfes ftray, 

Whom 
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Whom neither feeding Serpents bite, 
Nor folded do the hungry Wolves affright;; 

There when the Geatherds trembling fingers toucl 
The holes of his loud Pipe, the found 
From th' ecchoing Rocks doth Co rebound, 

Tis made both twice as fweet, and twice as mud 

4. • ■ 

The Gods whom I adore, are my defence, 



Yet bend fo low to fall in love 
;h with my Poetry and Innocence. 

Hence flow their Bleffings on me more and mor^ 
Without my Wealth, within my Peace 
At once they largely do increafe, 

Giving content, whilft adding to my ftore. 

, 6. 

From noifeand bufinefs there thou may ft retire, 
And underneath fome private fhade, ' 
Where no difturbance can invade, 

Chaunt out thefe fongs of Love unto thy Lyre. 

Here may ft thou fit and never fear 
Thy jealous Husbands coming near 
And call thee Jade or Whore, 

Or pull thee by the Head, or thy Cloths tear. 

8. 

Or there, if thou 'rt inclind to mirth or fo, : 
Thou and an honeft Friend or two 
May drink and laugh, and never hear . 

The noifeand quarrels which in Tavenis are. 

Ode 
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Ode XVIII. By Sit & 2?. 

• ■ 

• To QUlNTILIUS VARUS. 

hat with moderate drinking of Witoejthe mind is ex* 
' : with immoderate^ Quarrels begotten. 



^vF all the Ttees, plant me the facred Vine 
_ / Ih Tjimt\ mellow fields, and let it climb 
ztfyllusWzlls: for Jove doth Cares propound 
*o lbber Heads which in full Cups are drown'd. 
>f want, or war who cries out after Wine ? 
*hee father Bacchus •, thee fair Erycine^ 
Vho doth not fing } but through intemp'rate tile, 
eft * Libers gifts you turn into abufe, N 
'hinkof the Cttitmrs braul, fought in their Cans, 
/ith Lapithes : and to Sithonians * other 

[eavy *Ev(nts, when their heated blood, tiafttfs of 
lakes little difference betwixt what Vgood E « C( * U ^ 
,nd what is not. No, gentle * BaJJareu 
will not, force thee j nor betray to view 
'hy Vinfc-clad parts: •fopprefs thy Thrucian hollow, 
nddifmal din : which blind (elf-love doth follow, 
nd glory-puffingHeads with empty worth, 
nd a dlafs-bdbme pouring fecrets forth. 



Ode 
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Ode XIX. By for. 
O/GLYCERA. 
How he is befitted with love of her. 



TO her again I muft 5 'tis true I fwore 
But two days fince Tde never (ee her more : 
Yet drink, and having nothing elfe to do, 

Would make an Anchorite to woe. 

« 

2. 

Heroick Mufe farewel, for now my Pen 

Is di&ating a clean contrary Theme 5 

Turn it to thee, it turns to her agen : 

When I ftiould (hew how the brave Parthians fight 

Charging the Scythians in their flight, 

I think my felf one of the Scythians dying 

By the keen Dart of her that (boots me flying. 

He that fees Glycera and not defires, 

May fport as well with everlafting Fires 5 

Fojr my part I to Eternity cou'd gaze 

Upon the grateful anger in her Face, 

Which we behold through frowns, juft like the Sun 

Through clouds which elfe we dare not look upon. 

. . 4- 
Boy make a Fire, perfume the Room, and get 

Me Wine and all things for a noble Treat ; 

Get the beft Mufick Nature can invent, 

Such as of old made fallen Stones relent : 

- He 
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He that will Deities incens'd appeafe 

Vluft to their (brines bring Hecatombs of thefe. 



Ode XX. By R. N. 
To MJECEN AS. 

Whom he invites to a fmall Treat. 

% t > * 

I Pray Sir, with me to my Chamber go, 
For there I have in ftore 
Some half a fcore 
Bottles of Claret-wine, or more, 
And they of mine own bottling too : 
Pray go, we 1 drink but moderate I vow. 

Me thought I lately taken was 
With that late general applaufe 5 
How over joy J d the multitude 
About the Theatre did croud, 

And cry'd up you and your great A&s aloud! 

But come, pray let's no longer tarry, 
I muft confefs I've no Canary, 
Nor Malago nor Sherry 5 

Such Wines for me are much too dear, 
Welcome (hall be your greateft Chear 5 
Come go, and we'll be merry. 



Ode 
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Od e XXI. BySirT.H. 
Of Diana and Apollo. 

Be exborteth Youths and Virgins to fag forth tk 
Praifes. 

YOu tender Virgins, found Dianas name, 
(Boys) be your fong youthful Af otto's fami 
Latona likewife touch, 
By Jove afFe&ed much. 

( Maids ) mention her, who loved Rivers lb, 
And Woods which on cold Algidus do grow, 

On Erymant are fpread 3 

Or Cragus verdant Head . 

("Boys 3 with your notes delightful Temfe grace, 
And Delos chaunt, Apollo s native place j 
His Shoulders, quiver-dight, 
And harp of Heavenly might. 

He with our Prayers mov'd, (hall banifti far, 
Sharp Hunger, Peftilence, and direful War 
From Prince and People, to 
Perfun, and Britijh Foe. 



Od 
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Ode XXII. BySirT.tf. 

T* ARISTIUS. 

ttegrity of Life is every where fafe, which he proveth 
by his own example. 

AT Ho lives upright, and pure of heart, 
(QF#fc*s) neither needs the Dart, 
or Bow, nor Quiver, fraught with ftore . 
(f (hafts envenom'd by the Moor. 

Whether ore Libya's parched Sands, 
r Caucafns that Houfelefs ftands, 
e takes his Journey ; or thofe places 
hrough which the fam'd Hydafpes traces* 

or ( carelefs ^ through the Sabin Grove, 
^hilft chauntmg Lalage, I rove, 
lot well obferving limits due, 
Wolf ( from me unarmed ) flew. 

» 

Monfter (uch as all exceeds, 
/hich in huge Woods fierce Daunia feeds; 
•r thofe that Jitba's Kingdom hath, 
he Defart-nurfe of Lions wrath. 

lace me in coldeft Champains, where 
[o Summer- warmth the Trees do cheer ; 
et me in that dull Climate reft 
/hich Clouds and fallen Jove infeft. 

• Yea, 
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Yea, place me underneath the Car " 

Of too near Phoebus : feated far 

From dwellings : Lalage I love,' 

Whofe fmiles, whofe words fo fweedy move. 

A Paraphrafe on the fame Ode, by S. W. 
To FUSCUS ARISTIUS. 

THe juft man needs nor Sword nor Bow, 
Thole arms his fear., not fefety (how* 
Who better has for his defence 

Strong guards of innocence. 
For if along rough Shores he coaft, 
Tempejls and Seas on him are loft. 
Or if he Caucafus pafs by, 

Tygers their rage deny. 
A Wolf that croft me in my Grove, 
As I walkt mufing on my Love 
Beyond my bounds, and no Arms had, 

Was of my Love afraid. 
Away he fled, . though Damn a yields 
No greater Monfter in her Fields ; • . 

Though Africa which Lions breeds, 

None half fo cruel feeds. 
Put me where never Summer breeze 
Kift the dull Earth, or lifelefs Trees. 
In that skirt of the World, where fhow'rs 

Do number out the hours 3 
Or place me in the Torrid Zone y 
Where never Houfe nor Man was known 5 
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If there my Lalage but (mile 

And fing, Tie love the while. 



Ode XXIII. By R. T. 

To CHLOE. 

That Jfje hath Ho reafon to be fo coy. 

i. 

SO flies the tim'rous Fawn (Tier Mother gone ) 
From flying Shadows of her own 5 
Every blaft and twig that moves is made ^ 
By her vain fears, ah Ambufcade. 

2. 

Her Heart beats quicker than her Feet can fly. 

Although no Foes (he can delcry 

Unlefe the Winds that buftle by. 
Or leaves with which the Winds do play, 

Or Newts that tremble more than they, 

Hurrying through Thorns to make their way* 

3- 

Come, come, my deareft turn again, 

All this Coynefs is in vain 5 
Alas! I do not ravenoufly purfue ^ 
What opportunity might prompt us to, 
But with a zealous paffion to dilcover 
That it is time thy fervitude were over, 
And thou injoy'dft the freedom of a Lover 5 
Virgins may juftly challenge it at twelve, 
Thy Mother at that age did fo her felfc 

D Ode 
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Ode XXIV. BySirT.H. 
To VIRGIL. 

» » 

Who immoderately bewailed the death of Quintilius. 

MElfomene, whom Jove our Father daigns 
Shrill voice apply 'd to Harps melodious 
Tell in fad notes how far the bounds extend(ftrains 
Of love, and (hame unto fo dear a Friend 5 
Shall then in endlefs fleep Quintilius lie > 
As equal unto whom, pure Pvjodefty, 
And Juftice'fifter, Faith fincere and plain, 
Nor naked Verity fhall ever gain > 
Of many worthy men bemoan'd he fell, 
But ( virgil) no mans grief can thine excel. 
Thou (loving) doft ( alas ) the Gods in vain 
Quintilius^ not fb lent thee, ask again. 
What if more fweet 5 than Thracian Orpheus wyre, 
You Trees perfuade to hearken to your lyre ? 
Yet can you not return of life command 
To fhadow vain, which once with dreadful wand, 
God Mercury , unwilling Fate t' unlock, 
Hath forc'd to dwell among the Stygian flock. 
Tis hard,I grant 3 " But patience makes that light 
, " Which tocorreft, or change, exceeds our might. 



Th 
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the fame by Sir JR. F. 
To VIRGIL. 

• * 

* ■ 

Who lamenteth immoderately the death of Quintilian. 

Y 7| 7 Hat ftiame, or (tint in mourning ore 
V V So dear a Head > Weep not but rorc 

Melpomene, to whom thy Site 

Gave a (brill voice, and twanging lyre. 
But does Quintilian flcep his laft ? 
Whofe Fellow, Modefty, and faft 

Faith, with her Sifter Juftice joyn'd V J 

And naked truth, when will they find ? 
BewaiTd by all good men, he's gone : * * i 
But than Thee Virgil, more by none. - * 

Thou beg'ft back ( ah ! pious in vain ) 

Thee, not folent, gtuintilian. 
If fweeter than the Thracian Bard, 
Thou could'ft ftrike Tunes by dull Trees heard, 

The blood would never more be made " 

To flow into the empty (hade, 
Which Hermes with his horrid wand ^ * 1 
(Inflexible to countermand v 

Th 1 unevitabk doom of Death ) 

Once drove to the black Flock beneath. 
*Tis hard : But patience makes that lefs^ . , , 
Which all the World cannot redrefs. 

Da Ode 
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Ode XXV. Paraphrased by R. N. 

To LYDIA. 

Inf thing over her being grown old. 

i » • • % v ■ 

« ■ * • * • 

WHy how now Lydia $ what's the matter 1 
The Dammees don't fo often clatter 
About thy horded Windows, nor , 
Croud To thick about thy door 
.As they did ufe before > 
Faith, you are now too old to be a Whore. 
Your Trade grows left and lefs I fee. 
And muft I ftill foluft for thee, 
When thon canft only dream of Leachery ! 
Pox or>t, go and be hang cl you damn'd old Jade: 
Since thou 'rt no longer fit for Trade, 

Retire to fome dark Cell, 
And with thy pretence make that Hell : 

There thou wilt cry and roar, 
Not that thou'ft find fo much before, 
But caufe thou rt able now to fin no more. 
Your dancing days aredone, your youthful knocks 
Have now at laft brought forth the Pox: 
Go and repent, (hew fome Remorfe 
For thy damn'd Luft, 
Which was at firfl 
Not to be fatisfied by any Horfe. 
Our Gallants now that wear the Muff 
Delight in younger fluff : 
.But if youl Trade, you muft contented be 
With lome bid Citizens dry Leachery, 

Ode 
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Ode XXVI. By Sir T.H. 

-» * 

To his Mufc concerning RLlitu Lamia. 

It is not jit for the lovers of the Mrfs tobejubjcftto 
Cares and Sadnefs. The Poet commendeth hi* 



Lamia 



I Who the Mufes love, fadnefs, and fear 
Will to rough Winds commit,that they may bear 
Them to the CretiqueSea, carelefs, who fways, 
And whom the far-North dweller mod obeys : 
Or what doth great Tyridates affright. 
' O my Pimplean Mufe ( my hearts delight 3 ) 
O thou who near pure Fountains fitteft down, 
Wreath od'rous flowers fbrlowM,wreath a crown. 
Little without thee worketh my applaufe : 
'Tis now become thine, and thy Sifter s caufe, 
Him with unufed (trains to celebrate, 
And* with thy Lesbian lyre to confecrate. 

1 • • • 



Op e XXVII. By SirR-F. 

To his Companions. 

- • 

■ 

To * his Companions feajiing together, that they flonld 
not quarrel in their drink, and fight with the Cup 
themjehes, after the manner of the Barbarians. 

T T 71th Goblets made for Mirth, to fight, 
W 'Tis barbarous: leave fbat7>^» rlte » 

D 3 
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Nor mix the bafhful blufhing God 
Of Wine, with Quarrels and with Blood. 
A Cand-ftick, and Quart-pot, how far, 
They differ from the Cymitar > 

Your wicked noife Companions ceafe, ^ 
» And on your Elbows lean in peace. 
Would you have me to ftiare th' auftere * 
Falernian Liquor : Let me hear 

Magellas Brother, by what Eyes, 

Of what bleft wound and (haft he dies. 
No!, then will I not drink 5 whatever . • • ■ 
Venus tames thee, fhe tofts thy Liver 

With fire thou haft no caufe to cover., 

Still finging an ingenious Lover. 
Come, thou may 'ft lay it whatfoere 
It is, fecurely in my Ear. 

Ah Wretch ! in what a Whirl-pool tane ? 

Boy worthy of a better flame, 
What Witch with her Thejjaliau Rod 
Can lopfe thee from thofe Charms > What God } 
' Scarce Pegafns himfelf can thee 

From this three-lhap'd Chimera free. 

A Paraphrafe on the fame Ode, by Dr. P. 

(y'abufe 

WHat? Quarrel in your drink, my Friends? 
Glaffes, and Wine, made for a better ule. 
*Tis zDuich trick:Fie,let your brawling ceale (peace. 1 
And from your Wine & Olives learn both mirth and 
Your Swords drawn in a Tavern^ whilft the hand 
That holds them (hakes, and he that fights cann'u 
ftandj • 

Sheatlj 
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Sheath 'urn for fliame, embrace, kift, fo away, 
Sit down, and ply the bufinefs of the Day. 
But Tie not drink, unlefs T* S. declares 
Who is his Mifirefs, and whofe wounds he wears. 
Whence comes the glance, from what fweet-kil- 
lingEye, (high? 
That finks his hope fo low, and mounts his Mufe fo 
Wilt thou not tell ) Drawer, what's to pay } 
If you rereferv'd, Til neither drink nor ftay : 
Or let me go, or outw'it 3 (he muft be ( thee ; 
Worth naming,fure 3 whole Fate it was to conquer 

Speak foftly, She ! forbid it Heaven above ! 

Unhappy Youth ! unhappy in thy Love 5 
Oh how I pity thy eternal Pain! 
Thou never canftget loofe,thou never canft obtain* 
Let's talk no more of Love,ray Friends, let's drink 
again. 



Ode XXVIIL By Sir T. H 

Architas, a Philofopher, and Gtomatrician, k pre* 
fented^anfaering to a certain Mariner \ that all tnzn 
nmji die^ and intreating him^ that he would not 
fujfer his Body to lie on the Shore unburied. 

THe poor gift of a little duft, confines, 
And near unto the Matine Shore enQirines 
Thee, now ( Architas ) who could'ft meafure well 
The Sea, the Earth, and Sands, which none can tellj 
Nor could it any help, or profit be, 
Death being ready ftill to leize on thee 5 

D 4 Thofc 
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• 

Thofe airy Manfionstohave fought from hence, 
And oft furvey 'd the Heavens circumference. 
The fire of Pelops, who with Gods did feaft, 
And aged Tython, (hrunk at Deaths arreft : 
And Minos, to Joves counfels call'd, was (lain, 
And Panthois dy cl, fent down to Hell again 5 
Though by the fhield pulL'd do wn,he proving well 
That his Firft-birth in Trojan ages fell, (skin : 
Affirm'd, that Death nought kill'd, but nerves and 
(No man in natures power was bettej: feen ; ) 
But we into one felf-fame night do fall, 
And muft the paths of £>eath tread once for ajl. 
The Furies fome to game? of Mars apply, 
The greedy Sailer drench'd in Sails doth lie. 
In death both young and old, by heaps do joyn 5 
Nor any Heads efcapes fad Projerpine. 
Me, the South-wind, crooked Orion's Mate 
O're- whelmed in lllyrian Waves of late : 
But ( gentle Friend ) be pleas'd now I am dead, 
In loofe Sands to inter my Bones, and Head. 
Which done(fbthou befafejmay th'Eaftern-wind, 
Which ftirs Hefperian billows, teaflign'd 
To blufter loudly in Venujium Woods : 
And may on every fide, thy traffiqu'd good?, 
In plenty flow to thee from Joves juft hand, 
And Neptune, who Tarentum doth command 
But if this fault of thine (hall feem but flight, 
(Which may upon thy harmlefs ifiue light J 
I wifh due punifhment and proud negleft, 
May on thy funeral Obfequies refleft ; 
Nor ffiall my prayers be poured forth in vain, 
Nor vows have ftrength to fet thee free agaip, 

Xet 
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* 

f ct if thou hafte, no longer ftay I crave, 
iut thrice to throw the duft upon my Grave. 



Ode XXIX. By Sir T. A. 
To ICC IUS. 



t is a flrattge things that Tccius the Philofophcr inttr- 
mining his Studies, Jhould become a man at Arms, 
cut of the love of Money. 

• ♦ 

WCcius, thou now the Arabs doft envy 

I Their'golden treafure, and to Wars doft hie, 

Gainft the Sabean Kings unvanquifhed, . 

\ud Nets prepar'ft to fnare the horrid Mede. 

/Vhat Captive Damfel her beloved flain 

Ihall lerve thee now > What youth of noble ftrain 

lhall now anointed, on thy Cup attend, 

>rompt from his Fathers Bow fwift (hafts to fend 

Vho can deny but falling Rivers may 

vun up fteep Hills, and Tyber backward ft ray: 

Vhen thou Panetius Books on all (ides fought, 

^nd houfe of Socrates^ where Arts were taught, 

)o*ft into Steely Spanifi Arms tranllate, 

Vitji promife to thy felt of better ftate. 

* • 



Ode 
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O d e X X X: By R. T. Paraphrased. 

To VENUS. 
Whom he deftres to ajjifi him in his Wring. 

TO Glicra on th' old Pilgrimage Vm going 3 
But nere was man fo gravel'd in his woing : 
Good Venus fend thy fervant fairer weather 3 
Or elfe remove thy felf, and Temple hither, 
That (ftiould my youth, or language once more 
Thy prefence may infallibly preyail. ( fail ) 



Ode XXXI. BySirftF. 
To APOLLO. 

He asketh riches of Apollo, but that he may have 
found mind in a found body. 

XTZHat does the Poet Phebus pray, 
vv In his new Fane ? What does he fay, 

Pouring fweet liquor from the Cup? 

Not give me fat Sardinia's crop, 
Not hot Calabria's goodly Key : 
Not Gold, and Indian Ivory : 

Not Fields which quiet lark laves, 

And eats into with filent waves. 
Proyne, They that have them, Maffick Vines : 
In golden Goblets carowfe Wines, 

The wealthy Merchant, which he bought 

With Merchandifefrom Syria brought, 

The 
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'he Minion of the Gods : As he 
'hat in one year the Atlantic^ Sea 

Three or four times, unpuniflit paft, 

Mine Olives, Endive my repaft, 
ind Mallows light. LatonasSon, 
* Mind and Bodies health my own 

T* enjoy 5 old Ag* from dotage free, ^.1 

And folacd with the Lute, give me. * 



• • • 



« • 



The fame by Sir T. H. 



.T7Hat doth thy Poet ask f Phozbus divine) 
V " What craves he,when he pours the bowls of 
fot the rich Corn of fat Sardinia, ( Wine £ 
for fruitful Flocks of burnt Calabria, 9 
for Gold, nor Indian Ivory 5 nor the grounds, 
f hich filent Lyris with foft ftreams arrounds. 
et thofe whom Fortune Co much ftore affigns, 
rune with Calenian hook their fertile Vines : 
et the rich Merchant to the Gods fo dear, 
For fo I term him right, who every year, 
hree, or four times, vifits the Atlantique Seas 
rom Shipwrack free : ) Let him his palate pleafe 5 
nd in gilt Bowls drink Wines of higheft price, 
Dught with the (ale of Syrian Mcrchandife. 
Dofe Mallows, Succory, and Olive-plant 
rve me for Food. O ( great Apollo ) grant 
0 me in Health, and free? from Life's annoy f 
hings native, and foon gotteii to enjoy 5 
ad with a mind compose! old Age attain, 
ot loathfome, nor depriy'd of Lyric^ ftrain. 

Ode 
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Ode XXXII. Paraphras'd by R. T. 

To his Lyre, 
I. 

IF in my lov'd retirement, when 
My nobler thoughts were free 
From the impertinence of bufic men, 

I have addreft to thee 5 
What I fang then (hall live; (hall keep its fire, 
Until the uni ver fal one expire, 
And ore Pofterity Tie reign 
Monarch of Poets in the Lyrique ftrain. 

*Tis true, Aksus long before 
Found out the Mine, but left the Ore, 

Rough, # and untry'd to be 

Fin'd, and wrought out by me, 
Though happier far than me in this 5 . 

He even genius never mov'd amift 5 

But in the Field, or in the Fleet, 

In the Charge, or the Retreat, 
In the heat of Aftion could improve 

Every tender hint of Love, 

And with an equal pow'r create 

Not only laws for Verfe, but Fate. 

3? 

Ah dear Companion ! Thou that canft controul 
DifeafesoftheBody, of the Soul! 

Thou that in happy times of old 5 

Haft had an Intereft above 

Amongft the Counfellorsof Jove, 

And here, wrought greater Miracles than Gold ! 

Thee 
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e Tie inceffantly invoke with Pray rs^ 
at me a fettled Spirit in my Airs, 
nd let my wavering Fancy feel 
[nfpiration, conftant as my Zeal. 



Ode XXXIII. Paraphras'd by R. N. 

To ALBIUS TIBULLUS. 

wuld not have bis Friend trouble himfelf becaufe 
•s Miftrefs f refers another before him. 

. 

I. 

Way, away fond fool, what doft thou figh 
k Becaule thy Miftrefs thee forfakes, 
nd in thy room another takes > 
>is the caufe of all thy whining Poetry > 

a. 

: on't forbear, for it is ten to one 

'hat he whom now (he loves will be 

lighted ere long as much as thee, • 

1 'tis no more than what a thoufand elfe have 

3* Cdone. 
re it my cafe I fwear, the Wolf and Lamb 

hould fooner down together lie, 
[Tien ere it (hould be Sid that I 
:e courted her again,let her go and be damn'd. 

4- 

re is a Witch, 'tis true, which oft times doth 
3 erfons of different humours tie 
together moft unequally, 
the great difcontent and flavery of both. 

But 

m 

S 
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But yet Tie have the Late that s fair and free, , , 
'Twixt whofe unbracing Arms I may- 
Wanton as doth the Rivers play ' , 

Between their Banks, 'tis (uch a one is fit for me. 



Ode XXXIV. By Sir R.F* 
Tohinuel£ 

Repeating that having followed the Epicureans, h 
had been little fiudious in jporfiipping the Gods* 

• » • 

• 

IThat have feldom worlhipt Heaven, 
As to a mad Sedfc too much giv n, 
My former ways am fore'dto balk, 
And after the old Light to walk. 
For Cloud-dividing, lightning- Jave^ 
Through a clear Firmament late drove 

His thundring Horfes, and fwift Wheels i • 
With which fupporting Atlas reels : 
With which, Earth, Seas, the Stygian Lake, 
And Hell, with all her Furies quake. 
It fliook me too. God pulls the Proud 
From his high Seat, and from their Cloud 
1 Draws the obfcure: Levels the Hills, 
And with their Earth the Vallies fills : 
'Tis all he does, he does it all : 
Yet this, blind Mortals Fortune call: 
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A Paraphraje on the fame Ode, by R. N. 

^ Gu that fo feldom to the Temples go, 
1 And only but for falhion when you do, 

Or elfe to feoff at, and defpife 

Thofe who are more devout than you, 
Vhofeown mad Humours, Lufts and Luxuries 

Are the fole Deities , (fice: 
To which your felves, and all you have you (acri- 
\ time will come, when you (hall find that way 
rhe beft, from which you did fo wildly ftray 3 
Vhen fudden fear (hall force you to adore 
rhat God whom you fo flighted and contemn'd 

2 ( before* 

fhat God, who when he to bold Sinners (peaks, 
lis Voice like a clap of Thunder breaks, 
Uttles aloud, and through the melting Skies 
Yith vengeance fwift and terrible as lightning fliesj 
Vhilft the aftonifht Earth, and frighted Seas 

Tremble at fuchloud words as thefe, 
Vnd fmoakand horrid (hreeksfrom Hell arife; 
ind you, prefumptuous you, then ftanding near 

Its dreadful Brink all pale with fear, 
iy his juft hand expecting to be caft 
ito thofe flames, which (hall for ever laft : 
Tishe, who in his Juftice tumbles down 

Headlong into the deepeft Hell ( fwell, 

'hofe who with Pride high as huge Mountains 

r 

' Ode 

r 
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Ode XXXV. By Sir T. H. 

■ 

To Fortune. 

He befeecheth her^ that Jhe wonld preferve Casfar ju- 
itig into Britany. 

OGoddefi, which beloved Antium fways, 
Still ready with thy powerful Arm to rails 
Men, from the low degree of wretched thralls, 
Or turn proud Triumphs into Funerals 5 
The poor and ruftick Clown with humble plea 
Solicites thee ; The Lady of the Sea 
He loudly invocates, who ere doth fweep 
In A(uin veffel the Carpathian Deep. 
The Dacian rough, the vrmfamgScythian % 
Kingdoms and Cities the fierce Lotion : 
Thee Mothers of Barbarian Kings do fear, 
And Tyrants which bright Purple wear. 
Let not a ftanding Pillar be o'rethrown 
By thy offended foot : Nor be it known, 
That Troops of Warlike People now at reft, 
Take Arms again, and Empire s peace infeft. 
Still, (harp Neceffity before thee goes, 
Holden in Brazen-hand, ( as pledg of woes ) 
Tormenting beams,and wracks;and more to daur 
Sharp hooks, and molten lead do never want. 
Thee, Hope, and fimple Faith in white attire, 
Much honour, and thy company defire 5 
Howe're thou do'ft another habit take, 
. And made a Foe to Great Men, them forfake. 
But the falfe Multitude, and per jur'd Whore 
Retireth back : yea Friends^when Vefiels ftore I 
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Is to the dregs drunk up, away do fiie, : r , 
Shunning the yoke of mutual Poverty $ J: - 
PrelerVe thou Cxfir fafe, we thee implore* 
Bound to the Worlds remoteft Britain Shone* 
And thofe new Troops of Youth, whofe dreadful 
The Eaft and ruddy Ocean doth affright, (fight, 
Fie on our Broils, vile A&s, and Brothers fall, 
Bad Age ! what Mifchief do we fhun at all ? , 
What Youth, his hand for fear of Gods contains? 
Or who from faered Altar's fpoil refrains ? , 
Ah ! rather let's dull $ word s n^w forge, and whet 
Againft th' Arabian and xhviMtffagct. 

s , — ~* 

O d e XXXVI»^Pa«{)hmdby iR.^ b.u \ 
To POMPONtU^ NUMIDA.- 
He mifomfs) hh^ Imne^m Spain- 

BLeft be thofe : PorW«s alpove* thofe Deities |> 
That Have again 
Brought back our Friend fr<ro 
Come, come, and let us Sacrifice ? r V. T \y> • ? 
Down with the Calf, come Incenfe bring 

i-v, . Andletit byjinii: u t*l vO " 

While we out thnnks toiGqds rtturn 6 * > .-.i V r • 
For his Arriv.aJt* : lesa rejojree widiingw : . ; 
See how his kind ^Cttutcsrh^^fehidifperfe/- >. S «..• * 
'Mongft thofaw&h whom he did converfe, - 5 

' Though lione. . I ; ta .!■ 
Jkit Lamia alone j i . • ? . 
He doth fo often kite, :and fomtich own. . 

E Their 

* 

Digitized by Googl 



50 ODES. Book I. 

Their Age and Breeding were the fame, 
And they in nothing differ but the Name. 
Come, faith we'l make this day a Holy-day, 

Ho there! Some Bottles bring, 

We'll Drink, and Dance, and Sing 
Our Friends good health — - about w'it, flie away : 
What>baulk your glafshhofe that refufe,Pox rot'um 
111 fee it pledg'd though'twere a mile toth'bottom. 
Met hinks we look as brisk as Flowers in May. 
Now for a handfome Girl, on whom 

Our fparkling Eyes may gaze, 
Whilrt (he 

Clofe as the Ivy about the Tree, 
WitK clrfing Arms our new-come friend imbrace, 
And give him thouforid killesfor hiswelcome home. 

— . , . , M 4 1 » « , 



o d e xxxv i r By s\t r. h. 



• « • » 



To his Companions. > 

Whom he exhortethto he merry upon the News of the 
A&iaque ViQorf.- " ' >' - 

Tkl Ow let us drink, now daned : (Companions ) 
1 \i Let's Saltan banquets to the Gods allow. 
It might before this time be thought a fin, 
To broach old £e*w/>*Wines,whilfl: the mad Queen 
Prepar'd the ruine, and difaftrous fall, 
Both of the Empire and the Gapitol, 
With her fcabb'd Troop of men effeminate, (flate: 
Proud with vaft hopes, and drunks with profp rous 

Ci ' But 
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But the fcarce fafety of one Ship from fire 
Lefs'ned her fury, whilft great 0/*r's Ire 
To real fears enforc'd her to refign 
Her mind enrag'd with Mareotique Wine, 
He preffed with fwift Veffels to enchain 
This Monfter, flying Italy aroajn 
As Hawk the fearful Dove, or Hunter fwift 
Furfues the Hare throw JEmons fnowie drift : 
Whilft (he, that (he might die the nobler way* 
Did neither as a Woman fear the ray 
Of brandilh a Sword, nor laboured to flie* 
With fpeedy flight in iecret Nooks to lie : 
But with an Eye (erene, and courage bold$ 
Durft her deje&ed Palades behold^ 
Handle the hiffing Adder and the Snake, 
And in her body their black Poyfon take 5 
Made the more fierce by Death determined, 
She ( Noble Spirit ) fcorned to be led 
In hoftile Veflels, as a private thrall. 
To fill proud Triumphs with her Wretched fall. 



1 

.. .. 



Ode XXX VIII. Paraphras*d by R. N. 



To bis Servant 

* 

1 . 

BOy, take aWay my Gown, I hate thofe fhows 
Which ufually at Halls are made 
'Mongft the Fmr d Brethren of the Trade, 
When a whole Market s ranfackt for a Rofe, 

For Mf. Warden's Worlhip* Nofe. 

E a Sifrahg 
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i. 

Sirrah, fomc Bottles to yon' Arbour bring 5 
That which is (haded with the Vine, 
And pluck fbme Burrage for the Wine : 

That gives a flavor — — Come,Z>*g live the King 3 
About with't, while a Catch we fing. 



« 



' Jm 



The End of the Firji Book. 



: t t • . 



» » 
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BOOK II. 



* ~- - * 



O D E I. BySirfl.F. 

! To G. ASINIUS POLLIO. 

He exhorts him to intermit a while his writing o/Tra- 
gedies, until he have finip his Hifiory of the Ci- 
vil War of Rome 5 Then extols that Work. '■ 

TH E Civil War from the firft Seeds, 
The Caufes of it, Vices, Tides 
Of various Chance, and our prime Lords 
, Fatal Alliance, and the Sword's 
Sheath'd, but not yet hung up, and oyl'd, ■ 
The Quarrel's fully reconcil'd : 
Thou writ'ft a work of hazzard great, 
And walk'ft on Embers in deceit- 
Ful Allies tak't, Let thy fevere 
Tragical Mufe a while forbear 

E 3 The 
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The Stage: Thispublick Task then done, 
Thy Buskins high again put on, 
Affii&ed Clients grand fupport 
And light to the gonfulting Court: 

Whom thy Dalmatic k triumph Crown'd 
With deathlefs Bays. Hark how the found 
Of thy brac'd Drums, awakes old fears, 
Thy Triumphs tingle in our Ears : 
How clattering Arms make the Horfe (hog, 
And from the Horfe- mans Face the blood. 
Now, now amidft the common Herd 
$ee the great Generals fight, befmear'd 
With glorious duft ; and quel'd the whole 
Woria, butunconquer'd Cato's foul ! 
j**o 9 and whatfoever Gods, 
To Africk Friends, yielded to th' odds 
Or Rome the Vigors Grandfon's made 
A Sacrifice to Jugwtb's (hade. 
What Field, manured with Dannian blood 
Shew6 not in Graves, our impious Feud, 
k And the loud crack of Latiums fall, 

Heard to the Babylonian Wall? 
What Lake, what River's ignorant 
Of the fad War> What Sea with Paint 
Of Latine (laughter, is not red } 
What Land's not Peopled with our Dead > 
But wanton Mufe, left leaving Toys, 

Thou (hould'ft turn Odes to flegies 
Let us in Diotieian Cell 

Seek matter for a lighter Quill. 
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Ode II. By Sir RzF: 
To C. SALUSTIUS CRISPUS. 

f, he praifes P. for his liberality to his Brothers : 
~hen Jhews^ that he who can reprefshis appetite ^and 
lejpife Money ^ k only a King r only happy. 

■ 

- , * • • • 

Alufti thou enemy of Gold, 

Metals, which th' Earth hath hoarded, Mould, 

til with moderate exercife 

Their colour rife. 

i Age the name of Pontius fmothers, 

r being a Father to his Brothers : 

rvi ving Fame on to wring Wings — 

His bounty fings. 

: that reftrains his covetous foul, 

lies more, than if he fhould controul * 

>th Land and Sea 5 and add a Weft- 
Indies to th' Eajl< 

le cruel Dropfie grows, felf-nurft, 

le thirft not quencht, till the caule firfl: 

: purg'd the Veins, and the faint humour 

Which made the tumour. 

:rtue, that reves what Fortune gave, 

ills crown cl Phraates his Wealth's flave, 

nd to the Common People teaches 

More proper fpeeches. 

iving a Scepter, and fure Throne, 

nd unlhar'd Palms to him alone, 

hat ( unconcerned ) could behold 

Mountains of Gold. 

E 4 Ode 
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Ode III. By Sir Ji. F. 

• •'/• 
To DELLIUS. 

• _ 

That the mind fl ould not he caji down with Adverdty^ 
nor pyft ftp with Profpcrity : But that we. Jl: ould live 
merrily, fince the condition of dying is equal to all* 

KEep ftill an equal mind, not funk 
With ftorras of adverfe chance, not drunk 
With fweet Profperity, 
O Dellius that muft die. 
Whether thou live ftill melancholly, 
Or ftretcht in a retired Valley 5 
Make all thy hours merry 
With Bowls of choiceft Sherry. * 
Where the white Poplar and tall Pine, 

Their hofpitable fhadow joyn, ^ ? 

And a (oft purling Brook, ' 
With wrigling Streams doth crook 5 
Bid hither Wines and Oyntments bring, 
And the too fhort fweets of the Spring, 
Whilft Wealth and Youth combine, 
And the Fates give thee Line. 
Thou mull: forgo thy purchase! feats, 
Evn that which golden Tjber wets, . . 
Thou muft ; and a glad Heir 
Shall revel with thy care. 
If thou be rich, born of the Race 
Of ancient lnachus^ or bafe 
Lieft in the Street 5 alls one. 
Impartial death fpares none. All 
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o one way: Shak'd is the Pot, 
firft or laft comes forth thy lot, 
le Pafs by which thou 'rt fent 
Eternal baniftiment. „ 

■ 1 « i - — — ~ 

Ode IV. By Sir R. F. 
To XANTHIA PHOCEUS. 

he need not be ajbam'd of being in love with a 
*ving-Maid : For that the fame had befaln ma- 
a Great Man. 

0 love a Serving-Maids no (hame 5. 
The white Brifeis did enflame 

^ord Achilles, and yet none 

Was prouder known. 
: Telamonian Ajax prov'd 
Captives Slavey Atrideslov'd 
dft of all his Vi&ories, 

A Girl his prize : 
n the Barbarian fide went down, 
HeSors death rendred the Town , 
rojr, more eafie to be carried 

By Grecians wearied, 
v'ft thou from whom fair Phillis (prings > 

1 may 'ft be Son in Law to Kings) * 
aourns, as one depos'd by Fate 

From regal State, 
ve't (he was not poorly born : 
>*m , fuch Faith, fo brave a fcorn 
?mpting Riches, could not come 

From a bate womb. Her 



58 ODES. B( 

Her Face, round Arms, and every Lira 
I praile unfmit. Sufped not him, 
On whofe loves Wild-fire Age doth throw 

Its cooling Snow. 



'i 



Ode V. By R. N. Paraphrased. 
VpoH LALAGE. 

He advifeth his Friend to forbear Courting bis Mi- 
jtrefs t becaufe fhe is yet too Cbildifh. 

1. 

THy Mils, alas, is yet too young, 
She's ignorant what 'tis to Wed : 
She knows not yet what does belong 
To thole encounters of the Marriage Bed. 

2. 

Let her alone awhile, for (he 
*11 not yet indure to hear thee (peak 5 
Shemuft among her School-mates be 
To gather Flowers, and play at Barly-break. 

She'll quickly ripen, and then all 
Her Child ifh tricks will be forgot : 
Like Fruit in Autumn (he will fall 5 
Twill be thine own fault, if thou haft her not. 

f 

Patience a while, and (hell wooe thee, 
Fortune will all things bring to pafs i 
As thou groweft older, fo will (he. 
I'll pafs my word that thou (halt have the Lafs. 

Shell 
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5- . 
lie'll bolder grow I warrant thee Boy, 

nd yet ( ne'r fear t ) roe will be none 

'f thofe that feem fo nice and coy, 

rly to drill their whining Lovers on. 

6» > 

iith (he's a pretty Girl, I fwear, 

le hath a Skin fo pure and white 

s new fal'n Snow, and doth appear 

ht as the Moon, even in the cleareft Night. 

)me Men may talk of this or that 5 
if that fame Boy that was fo fair, 
ou' Id take him for I know not what, 
beauty he could nothing be to her. 



Ode VI.By SirT.H. 
To SEPTIMIUS. 

rijheth Tybur and Tarentum may be the feat of 
s old Age, vehofe fweetnefs he fraifetb. 

. ■ 

ptimtfft ready bent, with me 
\ude Cantabers, or Gades to fee, 
thofe inhofpitable Quick-fands, where 
he Moorijh Seas high billows rear, 
r, which th' Argives built f O may ) 
: be the place of my la ft day: 
it my limit be, of eafe 
om Journeys, Warfare, and rough Seas. 

But 
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But if the Sifter-Fates deny, 
He to rich fleec' d Gakfas hie, 
And thence down to Tarentum ftray, • 

Earft fubjeft to Pha I ant us fway. 
That tract of Land beft pleafeth me, 
Where not Hymen* $ full fraught Bee 
Yields better Honey, and where grow 

Olives, that equal Venafro 5 
Where the middle Air yields gentle Froft, 
And a long Spring-tide warms the Coaft, 
And Anion fertile in rich Vines, 

Envieth not Falemian Wines. 
That place, with all thofe fruitful Hills, 
Me with defire of thee full fills : 
There let thy due- paid Tears defcend 

Ore the warm allies of thy Friend. 



Ode VII. ByJ.fl. 

» a • 

I 

To POMPEIUS VARUS. 

... 1 

• 1 • 

Congratulating his Return into his own Country. 

» 

MY dear Comrade and chiefeft Friend, - 
How often have we two 
( As inconGderate Souldiers do ) 
Ventur'd our Lives together, when 
We fought to ferve Ambitious men, 
Who for Dominion did contend, 

And had no other Law but Might, 
That could determine which had right 

■ 
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it blefled Star has brought thee home 
To pleafant Italy, 

ethee a Citizen again of Rome, 
Where thou thy Gods may ft fee, 
And thy dear Friends, and chiefly me 5 

:>m thy Arrival^does revive, 

cern d to live now thouart alive > 



y a Summers day have we 
In Frolicks paft away, 
Heads with Garlands Crown'd, 
lie we to raife our Souls, 
h over-flowing Bowls 
)f fpritely Wine, drank fwiftly round. 



» 



" 



'arm that Philippic fight ! , ^ 

en Cafar won the day ! . ; j 

I our whole Army put to flight : 
)own we our Arms did caft, 
nd bafely ran away fo faft, 
As if we were in hafte; 
ile thofe that vvould not run nor yiejd, 
re by th'infulting Conquerors kill'd : 
1 fo met griqning Honour in the Field. 

unted upon the wings of F^ar, 
ich me did through their iitmf bear, ' 
:w like Lightning through the Air: ' u 
Vnd being got btit of 'hattns way 

I had the grace toftay. " J ;; 1 

file thou Htffoonerwert got free^ { , " 
th* itch of fighting hurried thee 
> the Camp as formerly : 
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The waves of War made thee their wrack, " 
Firft fpued thee out, then fuck'd thee back. 

Now offer Sacrifice to Jove, 

And thank thofe blefled Powers above ; 

And then thy aged Limbs, which are 1 

Tird with a continued War, # 

Repofe in Safety here 

In my fweet Groves of Laurel, where 

No Danger lies or Fear. 
Spare not the Bottles, for they did attend 
Thy coming, my ingenious Friend 5 

My ftlf and all my Houfe is thine, 

We'Jl fill our Goblets with rare Wine. 

Cares and Bufinefs we'll nere think. 
But laugh, and fing, and dance, and drink, 
And make our Cheeks with Ointments (bine 5 

Old Stories we'll with Joy repeat, 

But all paft Miferies forget, 
And fear no more to come. , 
Chaplets of Myrtle and fweet Flowers 
Shall crown their cheerful Brow. 

Boy, bring the Dice that we may throw, 
Who (hall a Brimmer firft begin 5 
The Dice and Wine we'll mingle fo, 

Till both of us are in and in. 

We'll have our Frolicks and our Freaks, 
And though we're Romans drink like Gnekj, 

That man's no Company for me, 
That won't fometimes unbend 

His thoughtful Brows 3 I love to be * 
Tranfported, when I treat my Friend* 



* 1 • . 
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- • . 

The fame Ode Paraphrased hy R. T- 

• * 0 » . 

f - 

Ho ever thought to fee 
This Civil Fury at an end ? 
my moft conftant Friend 
>cnizen again and free > 
ual Sharer in my Mirth and Fear, ■ 
:n many a iullen fluggilh day 
i fpar kling Wine w' have fpur'd away, 
n many a fatal Arrow's flight 
1kw 3 ( uncertain where 'twould light. ) 
eath hirafelf to aggravate our fright 
s in all the Vizors he could wear. 

2. 

^together from Pbilippi fled, 

ippi moft unfortunate ! 

juft we fcap'd the number of the dead, 

thou went'ft back to court thy Fate : 

with fome paltry Sears 

Thanks to my lucky Sfors^ 

ad fairly quit my Shield j p « s\ 

d not emulate the Praife of thofe, 

:>ra I left fcrambling with our Foes 

or grinning Honour ill the Field. 

pend thy toilfome Atms, 

ind in this Brimmer drownd ^ 

Vry inharmonious Sound, 

•y the Magick of thofe Charms 

forget We ever felt a Wound : 
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To jf<we this Sacrifice I have decreed 5" 

]f<we, ("though he bafE'd our defign) -g 

For thy Return (hall have our Thanks in Wine, 1 
Whilft all their Bottles bleed. * 

Here I begin my firft Oblation, 
Twenty go-downs upon Reputation. 
— And that too, deareft, fie, 
That Pearl the Gipfie Queens would buy^ 

Or the great thing we fought for, Liberty. 

Who talks of Thracian Drinking, let's out-do 
The Dane, the Dutch, and Englijh too* 

To gratulate the fafety of ray Friend, 

I'll enter a Debauch, World without end. 



Ode V II I. By Sir R. F. 
\ To B AR INE. ' 

That there is no Reajbn why he JJjonld believe k 
when fie Swears : For the Gods revepge not ti 

Perjuries of handfime Women. 

.... 

TF any Puniftiment did follow , > 1 , 
Thy Perjury : If btft a hollow 
Tootb, or a fpeckled Nail, thy Vow 

Should pafs$ but thou 
When thou haft bound thy Head with flight ; 
Untwifting Oaths, art fairer by 't : 
And like a Comet fpread'ft thy Rates, . . . 

The publick Gaze. 
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t boots thee to deceive the Ghoft 
)f thy dead Mother, and ftill boaft 
)f Heavn with their etern abodes, 

. : And deathlefs Gods. 
*erms but laughs at what is done, 
ier eafie nymphs, and cruel fon,. v \ 
)n bloody whetftone grinding ever 

His burning quiver. 
>Iew fuitors daily are inrol'd, N : 

Slew fervants come, nor do the old , 
r orfake their impious Miftrefs door, 

Which they forfwore. 
Thee Mothers for their Fillies dread, 
Thee gripple Sires, and Wives new wed, 1 
Left thy bewitching breath (hould fray 

Their Lords away. 



Ode IX. BySirT.H ' 

■ 

j 

. ToVALClUS. 

That now at length he would defijl to deplorcViis de- 
ceafedMyfte. 



1 \ • . 



THe fwelling Cloudsnbt always pours 
On ruged fields, impetuous (bowers: . 
^orCafpianSca(Falgiusbt\o\ 9 d) . 
Whith bojftrous ftorms is ever mov cl: 
Nor on Armenia's bordring fhore , 
Dull Ificles ftand always bore 
Or garden-groves with North-winds riv cl. 
Or are Afl>tr<ees otjeaves depriv'd. 

F You 
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You, ftill in mournfull fort complain, 

That death hath your dear Myjie (lain 5 

Your love fets not, if Vejper rife, 

Nor when from Phoebus, Hejper flies : 

But thrice-age d Nefior did not ftill, 

Tears, for Antilochus di ftill : 

Nor Parents, nor lad Sifters, ever 

To wail young Troilm perfever. 

Ceale then at length thy foft complaint, 

And in our fongs, now let us paint 

Great fafarsTvoph'ies, and command, 

And how conjoyn'd to conquer land. 

The Median ftream, and Nyphate ftrong, 

In lefler channels run along, 

And Gelons to left limits ty'd, 

In far more ftraightned Fields do ride. 



O d e X. By Sir R. F. 
To LICINIUS. 

* 

That Mediocrity, and Equality of the mind^ in both 
Fortunes, are to be retained. 

THe fafeft way of life, is neither 
To tempt the deeps, nor whilft foul weather 
You fearfully avoid, toonear 

The ftiore to fteer. 
He that affe&s the Golden Mean, . . 

Will neither want a houfe that's clean, 
Nor fwell unto the place of (bowers, 

His envy'd Towers. 

The 
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rhe Tempeft doth more often (hake 
luge Pines : and lofty turrets take 
rhe greateft falls : and Thunder lops 

The mountain top* 
fV mind which true proportion bears, 
to adverfe hopes, in profperous fears k * 
rhe other lot. Jove Winters brings, 

And Jove gives Springs, 
[t may be well, if now'tis ill 
Sometimes Apollo with his quill, 
Wakes his dull Harp, and doth not ever 

Make ufe of s Quiver, 
fn boy ftrous Fortune ply thy Oar, 
And tug it ftoutly to the (bore 5 
Contract in too au(picious Gales 

Thy fwelling fails. 



A Paraphrafe on the fame Ode by S. W: 

Ould you a conftant fortune keep, 
Jjctnim ? Tr u ft not the falfe Deep 5 ■ 
And though black ftorms begin to roa r, 

As little truft the Jhoro. 
The man who loves the golden mean, 
Has his earth neat, and houfe fwept clean : 
Below't he envies not the Court, 

Above't he cares not for't. 
Winds oft neft tear the lofty Pine, 
While its low growth defends the Vine 5 
Huge Piles in greateft ruines fall, 

And Thunder levels all: 

F2 A 

■ 
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A gallant brefi hopes well at worft, i v 

A change will come, though't be long firft 3 
And when tis corner he fears the beft, 

• And dares not think of reft, 

This Heav'n will teach us every year, 

Winter has Summer in the rear, 

And when the Ebbe doth run moft low, 

The Tide ere long will flow 

>«».«. . 

Though Vis bad now, 'twill foon befpent, . • 
Apollo s bow*s not alwaies bent, 
But fometimes he'l the Mufe bid fing, 

And touch a better ftirng. 

■ 

When Fates are crofs, then courage (how, 
Be wife w hen gales more prosperous blow 5 
Strike fail, and put not too far out, 

.' The wind may turn about. 

n — f — — — ri ■'■ " ** 

/ ... * •* - 

Ode XI. By T. H. 
..2VQUINTUS HIRPINUS. * 

- 

Cares laid ajide, let us live merrily. 

WHat the Cantahrian ftout, or Scythian think., 
Divided from us by rough Adrias brink 
( guintus Hirpims ) do not thou inquire 
Nor for life's ufe, which little doth defire, 
Be too felicitous. Sleek youth apace 
Haft's hence away, and with it beauties grace, 

Dry- 

- 

- 
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Dry-aged hoarinefs which furrows deep wc\ l 
Dispelling amorous fires, and gentle fleep* > t£ N 
The Summer Flow'rs keep not their Native graced 
Nor (bines the^right Moon, with a conftant face: 
Why doft thou vex thy mifid, (ubordinate ' tun r 
Unto the counfels of Eternal Fate > :; nun n ! 
Why under this high Plane, or Pine-trees Ihadfi V / 
In difcompofed maflrier, careleftlaid* Jd v/siboT 
Anoint not we, and then to drink prepare? 
Free Bacchus dMfipates coniumingcare; ja iu& 
But (oh J what Boy Fakmian Hririe s hotta^eM 
Will foonfor me, with Fount^ 
Or, whowiM;£^wi(hfrom^^ 
Hither to come> Boy with herilvory lyr£ loll 
Bid her make hdfte, and like hacmian iM&gr D H 
Tie her negle&ed hair ill caj elefs braid I iA \ 

J:*. lis:, i F.no , jVKiD v;:;or(uW 

V 

11 "" " ' 1 - ■ I ' *' ' I — T' 

Ode XII. Paraphrafd By £. Mi : i 

• I ■' t , • . I . 

7>MiECEN AS. . . .;. 

HE that in verle would to the world dechi& 
The dteds of Souldifers^and the rageofWar, 
Would Hannibals Noble Attempts relate, ■ V/ ^ < 
And tell hisCountries and his own fad Fate*, & L 
Muft run them in a brave Herbick vein - ■ J n - Yi 
Not fing them in a gentle Lyrick ftrain. 
The March and Charge don^hefoft Harp become, 
But the loud Trumpet, and the ratling Drum: 
He that the toils of Hercules would (hew, V ~ 
How here the cruel Lapithites he flew > 
And there the monftrous Centaurs overthrew,) 

F3 How 
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How he fiibdu d thofe Giants, that durft make T 
Wars' gainft the Gods, and caufe ev n Jove to (hake, 
Muft caufe it in a Verie and ftile to run . 
Great, like the Man, and A&ionsly hath done. 
Thus muft the mighty Ctfars Triumphs be 
In numbers told, that look as big as he 5 
When Captive Rings his harnefs't fteeds become, 
To draw his Chariot through the ftreets oi Rome. 

But he whofe Mufe of Love would fing, 

Muft touch it on a gentle firing*, 

And when he'l praife his Ladies eye, fa figh: 
Each word muft drop a tear, each verfe muft breath 

If of her Heart he durft to fpeak^r ~ r -. • 
He muft do't fo as if his own would break. . 

Her Dancing, arid his Verfe muft meet 1 

With comely Grace, and equal feet, 

Her very jefts muft beexpreft 

As they wereOracfes atleaft. 

His Mufe muft fo commend her hair 

As if thofe curled treffes" were 
Of greater value than the Indies are. 

Muft fpeak, if (he a frown but caft, 

Words fo, as if they were his laft, • I 
Till by a fmile or kifs ihe doth reftore 

New life to.him that was a dying juft before, 

* ... 

• 1 • • • » . , . + 

t m * * « » " " * 

t t . • I » • 

» « » - - m .J % . . _ 

' w • f m 4 * t 

v '« »•*../» \ 

I ii . ' ' ' : • 

* • » . » b • 

\ - . ' f • • . . . . 1 

* •..»*•»•-••• « ft • 

* - r % 
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Od eXIII. By Sir JR. F. 

To a Tree, by whofe fall in his Sabine Villa, he teas like 

to have been Jlain. 

That no man can Efficiently nnderftand what to a- 
void: From thence he fiides into theses of 
Sappho and Alcaeus. 

A Planter with a ( ) was he 
That with unhallowed hand let thee, 
A trap for the fucceeding race, 

And ingominy of the place. n .. n 

He might as well have hang'd his Sire, iT 

Orpraais'dallthe Poyfondire ,\ib:>\ 

Medea temper'd, or have fhed 

His Guefts blood Qeepingin his bed : 

Or if a worfe crime may be found, . 

* As to place thee upon my ground, 

• Unlucky wood * thee, ftagg'nng trunk, 
To brain thy Mafier when thart drunk. 

No man knows truly what to (nun* 
The fWASea-man fears to run 
Upon fomeS/&e//,but doth not dread « 
Another Fate over his head : 

TheSouldier,Shafts, and ParthianhgiX ; 

The Parthian chains and A^g*' 
But Death had ftill , and M\m\\ have 



Athoufand backdates to the gave ; 

How near was I Hells ? Jaundied Queen, 
And Mnos on the Bench t>ha ve (een, ...... 

Andthedefcrib'dE/r^ftades? 
And5^,ofherCountry,maid 4 ^ 
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Complaining on HLolian wire? 
And the Aictus, with^Wlyre 
In fuller notes thundering a Fight, \ 
Ratling a ftorm, fluttering a flight} 

Both ("worthy of a [acred pauje ) 
The pious Ghofts hear with applaufe: 
But moft the Fights, and Tyrants fears, 
The (houldring throng drink with their ears. 

What wonder, when th' infernal honnd^ 
With three heads, liftens to that found : 
The furies fnakes their cijrls unknit , ' \ 
Nor find revenge lb fweet as it. ■ 

Tis Play-day too, with Pe/apYfire 
And him that ftole from Heaven the fire. 
Orion ev n his hunting leaves, 1 
And greater pleafure thence receives. 



Od e XIV. By K; 
ToPOSTHUMUS. 

> , > » . • . « l r • 

Thdt Death connot be avoided. 



... ' t 



.1 «. 



AH Pojihnfnus ? the years of man ■ : 
Slide on with winged pace, nor can 
Vertue reprieve her friend 
From wrinkles, age, and end. - ' ; .' 
Not, though thou bribe with daily blood ' 
Stern Dfs, who with the Stygian Flood ill h 
Doth Gerion (urtound; * • ' ( - ' H 

And TVf*#f Acres bound. ' • 

• r 

Sad Flood, which we mud: ferry all : 
That feed upon this earthly ball, 

From 
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From the King to the poor J 
Beggar that howls at door. 
In vain avoid weMars s fury, 
And breaking waves that kill and bury: 
In vain the fickly falls, 
Fruitful of funerals. 
Vifit we muft the footie fliore \- 
Of dull Cocytm^ th' empty ftorc 
Of Dattnus wiked flock, 
And Sijyphs reftlels rock. 
Thou muft forgo thy lands and goods, 
And pleafing wife: Nor of thy woods 
Shall any follow thee, 
But the fad Cyprefs-tree. 
Thy worthy heir (hall then caroufe 
Thy hoarded wines, and wafli the lioiue „ 



/ • » ■ • ^ 



ft 

\ 



With better Sack than that 
Which makes the Abbots foi. I 



» » 



^ Paraphrase on the fame Ode, byS W. 

Time (Pojihu/ms) goes with fuH fail, y 

Nor can thy honeft heart a Viail ; 

A furrow'd brow, 01d;age at hand, ' . 

Or Death uncon'qtier A tomthfond: : * 
One long night, ' : * : 

ShallhidethislightJ..; . v 
From all our fight, 

Andequal Death V •« ' 
Shall few days hence, ftop every breath. 



Though 
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Though thou whole Hecatombs fhoulo ft bring 

In honour of th* Infernal King, 
Who Gey on and Titio bold, J 
In chains of Stygian waves doth hold ; 
. He*l not prize, 
But more defpi fe 
Thylacrifice: 
Thou Death rauft feel 
Tisfo decreed by the Fatal Wheel. 



3- 

The numerous Off-fpring of the Earth, 

That feed on her who gave them birth 5 
Each birth muft have it's funeral, , 
The Womb and Z>«'s alike to all : 
Kings muft die. ■ 1 ,. , . 
And as ItiU he, 

As thou or I, 

. . And though they have , 
Achievements here, there s none in th* Grave. 

i • ' • 1 f * *f ♦ % 

In vain we bloody battels nie, 

Or fear to fail when winds are high 5 

The Plague or an infectious breath, 
When every hour brings a new Death. 

will mow 
What e're We fow j 
Both weal and woe 
Shall have an end, 
. And this th' unwilling Fates muft (end. , 

Ccciti 
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i ' 

'ocytus lake thou muft waft o're 

Thy totter'd boat (hall touch that fhore 5 
'hou Sifyphus ere long muft know, 
An4 into new acquaintance grow: 
Shalt with life, 

Leave houfe and wife, 
Thy loves and ftr'rfe, 
And have no tree, r 
Jut the fad Cyfrefs follow thee. . 



4ean while thy ^eir (hall nobly quaff, 

What thou with hundred locks keptft fafe, 
*,£cuban wines, and wafti the floor 
With juice would make an Emptor roar: 
Twill be thy lot, 

Queftfouit not, : > .. 
To be forgot 

\. With all thy deeds, . _ 

re he puts on his Mourning weeds.. 

H* . ; t % . t A — ^ ^- _ 

Ode XV. BySirfcJs" 1 ^ 
Againft the Luoctiry of his Age* * ? \ 

OUr Princely piles will fhqrtty leave 7 ; 
But little lands fox ploughs to cleave:' 
Ponds out-ftrctch Lucrine fliores, 
Unmaried^^flre/ ^ V- . . > \ i^ v .v. 
Jupplant the Elms. TheVHetRofe, 
With all the junkets of the Nofe, 

Perfume 



■ V? 



76 ODES. Bodkl 

Perfume the Olive-yards, ^ 

Which fed their former Lords : 
And Daphne twifts her limbs to (hun 
The Suns rude Courtihip. Not fo done 

By Catos Precedent, 

And the old Regiment, . ^ 
Great was the Commonwealth alone, ■ 
The private fmall. No wide Balcon 

Meafur'd with private fquare 

Gap'd for the Norths cool air. t. 
Nor the next turf might men rejefry 
Bid at the Publick Charge t'ereft 

Temples and Towns, alone, 

Of beautiful new fione. 

• i • • > . • 

» . . . . r • 

. ■ , j i , -j— ; ■ 1 



Ode XVI. By Sir ft F. '••» 

« 

7* GROSPHUS. • 



jHtaf tranquillity of the mind kwifot by all: Bui 
the fame ]is not pur chafed by heaping up Richer , 
n obtaining Honours, but by bridling the defires. 

QU/c*! the .trembling Merchant cries, 
( IntoEge*** Seas driven far; " 
When the m6ort wldk^ and he deiftfries - • 'f ' 

: • ' f ; : Vl k No guiding fiar f f ! \ 
«g>#/cf ! In wztiheThracian bold $ 7 ■■ * 
g>uiet\ the Medesjvith quivers dfgKt^ • r ' : ; 
Nottobeboughfwith^em;ndrj;^, : 

c J - 0/ Nor pi/rp/e bright. « 
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>r 'tis not wealth, nor armed troops, , 

in tumults of the mind remove, 

id Cares, which about fretted roofs 

Horer above, 
is little's much, whofe thrifty board ' 
ines with a fait that was his fires : 
hole eafie fleeps nor fears difturb, 

Nor bafe defires. 
hy in (hort life eternal care } 
hy changing for another Sun > 
'ho having (hun'd his native air, 

Himfelf could (hun ? 
ake horfe, rude care will ride behind 5 
nbarque, into thy (hip (he crouds: 
eeter than Stags and the Eafl>wind 

Chafing the Clouds. 
:t minds of any joy pofleft, 
veeten with that whatever gall 
mixt : No foul that ere was bleft, 

Was bleft in all; 
he fara'd Achilles timelefs dy 'd, 
Id Jtt hon did his blifs outlive, 
nd Chance, what (he to thee deny'd, 

To me may give, 
hundred flocks about thee bleat, 
nd fair Sicilian heifers I0W3 
0 thee large neighing Mares curVet: , 

In fcarlet thou, 
w ,ce-dipt, art clad. Indulgent fate 
avt roe a grange^ a, verjing vein 5 , ; • 
heart which Cinjut'd cannot hate, . 

r ... But can difdain. .. 



ODES. 



Ode XVII. By Sir R. F. ' ' 
ToM jECEN AS jSp4 

TA^* he will not live after him. 

IT 7Hy doft thou talk of dying fo ? 
V\ Neither the Gods, nor I'm content, 
Mtcenas^ that thou (houldft firft go, 

My Pillar and great Ornament. 
If thee, the one half of my foul, 

A riper fate fnatch hence : alas! 
What fhould I ftay for, neither whole 

And but the dregs of what I was ? 
That day (hall end us both : Come, come, 

I've fworn't 5 and will not break it neither : 
March when thou wilt to thy long home, 

That journey we will make together. 
Chimeras flames, nor ( where he rife 
Again) Briareus hundred hands, 
Should keep me back. 'Tis juftice this: ■ 

And in the Book of fate it Hands. 
Were I or under Libra born, 

Or Scorpio my afcendant be 
With grim afpeft, or Capricorn 

(The Tyrant of the Latian Sea :) 
Our Jiars do wondroufly content. 

Benigner Jove repriev'd thy breath 
When Saturn was malevolent, 

And dipt the hafty wings of Death, 
In frequent Theater when thee 

Thrice the rejoycing people clapt, 
A falling Tnw^had brained me, 



Between if F annus had not ftept. 



UK 
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e guardian of Mercurial men, 

Pay thou an zm]Abfacrifice^ 

d build the Chappcl thou vo w'dft then 5 

For me an humble Lambkin dies. 




Ode XVIIL By Sir T.H. 

affirmeth htmfelf to be contented with a little , 
while others are wholly addiUed to their de fires ^ and 
inereafe of riches^ as if they fiould always five. 

1 0 guilded roof, nor Ivory Fret, 
SI For fplendor in my houfeis fet 5 
or are beams from Hymettia fought, 
> lie a-thwart rich Columns, brought 
om Africkjy nor I heir unknown, 
ake Attalus his wealth, mine own. 

0 honeft Tenants wives you fee, 
xconian purples weave for me : 
loyal heart, and ready vein 

7 wit I have, which doth conftrain 
>///e's richeft men to fcek the love 

1 me though poor : Nor gods above 
0 1 invoke for larger ftore 5 

Dr of Maecenas ask I more. 
) me my fingle Sabine field, # 
fficient happinefs doth yield. 
3ne day thrufts on another faft, 
id new Moons to the wane do haft. .- ' x 
hen death (perhaps.) is near at hand, 
iou faireft Marbles doft command 
cut for ufe, yet doft negleft 
iy grave, and houfes ftill ereft: 

Nay 
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Nay woulcTft abridge the vaft Sea9 (hore, 
Which loudly doth at Bane roar : . ' 

Enriched little, left content, \ 
With limits of the Continent. 
Why often pull'ft thou up the bounds, 
T enlarge the circuit of thy grounds, 
Encroaching far from Confines known, 
To make the neighbouring field thine own ? 
The husband, wife, and fordid brood, 
With antient houftiold gods, that ftood 
In quiet peace, muft be expellcl : 
Yet is not any Manfion held 
For the rich Land-lord, fo affurd, 
As deep in Hell to be immm 'd. 
Then whither do you further tend 5. 
Th* indifferent earth an equal friend, ^ 
As willingly opens her womb, 
For Beggars grave, as Princes tomb. 
Gold could of Charon not obtain, 
To bear Prometheus back again. 
Proud Tantalus, and all his ftock, 
Death, with the bands of fate doth lock: 
And calFd, or not call cl ready ftands, 
To free the poor from painfull bands. 

1 Ode XIX. Paraphras'd by T. F. 
Being half fox t he praifeth Bacchus* 

N 

TNa blind corner jolly Bacchus taught 
J The Nymphs, and Satyrs'Poetry, 
My felf (a thing fcarce to be thought) 
Was at that time a (lander by. 
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,nd fiever nee, the whim runs in my head, 1 

With heavenly frenzy I'm on fire 5 
)ear Bacchus let me not be punilhed 

for raving, when thou did'ft infpire. r . ' ~T 
Statically drunk, I now dare fing 

Thy bigot Thyades, and the fource 
Vhence thy brisk Wine, Hdny,and Milk did fpring, 

Enchaneli'dby thy Scepters force, 
told as I am, I dare yet higher fly, 

And fing bright Ariadne $ crown, I 
lejoy ce to fee bold Pentheus deftinie, 

And grave Lycnrgus tumbled down, 
livers, and Seas thine Empire all obey, 

When thou thy ftandard do'ft advapce, ; 
Mid Mountaineers, thy Vaflals, trim, and gay 

In tune and time ftagger a dance, 
rhou when great Jove began to fear his throne y 

(In no (mall danger then he was J 
rhe mighty Rhacus thou did'ft pils upon, 

And of that Lion mad'ft an Afs* 
Tis true, thy talent is not war, but mirth$ 

The Fiddle, not the Trumpet, thinc^ 
fet did'ft thou bravely lay about thee then, 1 

Great Moderator , God of Wine. 



ray 






r 



t 7 

rhe filly Cuir, Thee for his Mafter own'd, 
And like a Puppy wagg'd his tail. 



.<* ODE XX. 
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Ode XX. BySirT.ff. 

HORACE turned into a fwan, will fy all ovtr 
the world 3 whence he promijcth the immortality oj 
his Poejie. 

1 

A Two-fold Poet, through the liquid sktc, 
I with a ftrong unufual wing will flic: • 
No longer (hall I of the Eahh partake, 
But out of En vies reach the World for fake. 
I am not ifiired of Ignoble ftrain, 
Nor whom Maecenas pleafeth to retain 
Under the title oibelovd (hall die, 
Or in the Stygian lake forgotten lie. 
Now, now, upon my legs a rugged skin 
Is over-fprcad, and I a Swan am feen : 
Upward transformed a light and downy plume, 
My fingers, and wingd (houlders now aflutne. 
And now a (brill-tuned Bird become, I'lefoar 
And much more fwift than Icarus, explore * 
The Libyan S)rtes, and the murmuring (and 
Of Bofphor ftraights, and Hyperborean land . 
MtColchos y and the Dorian, who doth faign 
Fear of the Marfan s arms, (hall entertain 5 
Gelons remote, and they who on the brink 
OHber dwell, or Rhodanus do drink. * * 
Banifh from my thin Herfe your fun ral moans, 
Your ill bemoaning tears, complaints, and groans: 
Clamor forbear, or fondly to confer 
The oeedlefs honour of a Sepukher; 

A Pa- 
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A Paraphrafe on theftm By R. N. 

m 

I 

F- Xcellent Poetry ! whofe noble flight, 
j Soars up beyond the Vuigars fight, 
Whilft through thofe undifcovered Paths afbove 
Th« Fanfie doth unfeen, and quick like Angels 
This mounts the Poets Soul fo high (move. 
Above the fordid Earth below, 
And all its Flatteries, and Envies too, 
Whilft others in the Dirt do ly 
Belpatter'd with the foil of foul mortality. 

■ 

He that's a Poet, and is truly fo. 
Needs neither Wealth, nor Birth to go 
Before him to proclaim his worth 3 . ' 

For his Noble Fancies fet him forth. . 

Let them whofe more Indulgent Fate 
Gives them huge Titles, or a great Eftate, : ' ' 1 
Becaufe they Vc nothing ehe, glory in This: or 
He lets upon his own great flock of Wit;(That3 
And grows more truly Noble, and more rich by it, 
Becomes both honour'd and belovtf by Ringf, 
Whilft in his lofty ftyle he their great Aftions.fings \ 
And when he dies, tahfe Eternal Fame ( Name 
Leaves Treafures in his works,andan. Immortal . 

He comes into the World, as others do, ; 

- As Naked and as Helplcfs too y x i * 

Till he by Time, and the propitious Heat 
Of Arts aha&iences fome ftrerigth doth get, 
And when his Mufc more fledg doth grow, 

• • • 4 Oa With 
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WithFanciesfmooth andfoftas Down 

Offwans becomes o f re grown. 
( The Youth now touch't with Love 
Not any'* Fate as much as his) ("move? 
Through all its Labyrinths, how pleafant doth he 
And with rich Words & Metaphors doth Beauty 

(much improve. 

Making ev'n Love it felf more lovely then it is. 

4- 

Paft his adventure, now his Mufe begins 
To find fas well as Downy Feathers)wings, 

With Fancies vigorous and ftrong 
Through the regardlefs world (be pours along, 

And notice takes of Men, and Things, 
Becomes with Lands and Seas familiar. 
If in a Calm (he doth at Anchor ly, 
Kow fmothand gentle her Expreffions are ? ; 

But if through ftorms (he chance to fly, 
How buftling are her words, her Verfe how high? 
With a becoming Pride fometimes her Flight 
She takes above the loftieft Mountains height, 
And then with a more lowly ftrain 
She ftoops down to the humble Plain j 
v Into the camp fhe ruflies, where (he (hews 
How here the conquer *d fly, and there the Con- 

( querour purfucs 3 
She ranges all the World about , and thence 
Extracts its very Qiitnteflence. 
Her Center's every where .but no where herCir- 

.5. (cumference. 
Brave Man ! But yet ( oh Pity ! )Thou muft dy, 
4 And in the Duft rnuit undiftincuitnt ly, . 
e - •» J w c : Thrown 
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Thrown in amongft the rluines of Mortality. 
But yet thy foul doth upward fly, 
Regardlefs of our Tears below, 
Which we in vain upon thy Herfe beftow. 
In vain we weep, in vain we cry, _ 
Invain our loft we do bemoan : •* 
All we can do, is on thy Grave 
* Cover 'd with fomenegle&ed ftorie, 

To write fome needlefs Epitaph* — •■ 

Only that wheti 
Thofe that tie er knew thee living pafs that way, 
Viewing the faid Inscription, may 
Read an Hie Jacet Corpus,— Or an O Rare Be^- 

■ t u A a vi * * 

rhe : End 6f the Second <Boo{^ , T 
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O D b I. BySir£..F. 



That a happy man is not made by Ricfjes or Honours, 
but by tranquillity of the mind. 

■ 

THate Lay-vulgar : make no noife, 
I Room for a Prieft of Helicon : 
I fing to noble Girls and Boys 
Such vcrjcs as were never known, 

Fear'd Kings command on their own Cround j 
The King commanding Kings is Jove: 
Whofe Arm the Giants did confound, 
Whofe awful brow doth all things move. 

One man may be a greater Lord 
Of land than other : this may (how 
A noble Pedigree: a third 
In parts and fame may both out-go ; 

A fourth 



Digitized by^^^I^ 



Bookin. ODES. 

A fourth in Clients out-vise all. 
Ncceffity in a vaft Pot 
Shuffling the names of great and finall, 
Draws every one's impartial lot. 
v Over whofe head hangs a drawn fword, 
Him cannot pleafe a Royal feaft : 
Nor melody oflnte or bird y 
Gives to his eyes their wonted reft. 

Sleep, gentle fleep, fcorns not the poor 
Abiding of the Plough-man : lovjes 
By fides of Rivers (hades obfeure : 
And rockt with Weft-winds, Tempe Groves. 

That man to whom enough's enough, 
Nor raging feas trouble his head, 
Nor fell ArUums fetting rough, 
Nor fury of the riling Kid : 

Nor hail-fmit Vines and years of Death 5 
Sometimes the too much wet in fault, 
Sometimes the jlars that broil the earth, 
Sometimes the Winter that was naught. 

The Fi(h fear ftifling in the fea, 
Damm'd up. Tiietviafter builder and 
His men, the Land-fick Lord too, he 
Throws rubbifh in with his own hand. 

But fear and dangers haunt the Lord 
Into all places: and black Care 
Behind him rides: or, if on board 
A (hip, Vis his companion there. 

If Marble keep not Fea vers out, 
Nor purple rayment help the blind, 
Nor Perfitn Oyntments cure the 
Nor M*J/u^Winesa troubled n*ind : 
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With envied pofts in fafhion ftrange 
Why fhould I raife a Irately pile > . 
My Subint vale why (hould I change 
For wt alth accompani'd with toil ?; '• 




O D e II. By Sir T H, 

To his Friends. • ' 

■ ■ \ . • 

oys areiobe enured from their tender age, to poverty 
warfare \ and painful life. 



LEttb* able youth himfelf enure, * 
By fharp wars taught, want to endure : 
And mounted on bis horfe, with fpear, 
Confront bold Parthiatrs , free from fear 
Let him evpos'd to open air, ... 
Live, and attempt the hard'ft affair : 
Whom when fbme warlike Tyrants Queen, 
Or Virgin marriage- ripe hath (een, 
Afar from hoftile walls, may cry - . 
With fighs, which from fad paffion fly 5 . 
O, that my Royal Lord, untrain'd, " > 
In Martial feats, would be reftrain 'd, ' 
N<£ by fierce Combats fatal ftroke, 
That wrathful Lion to provoke, 
Whom bloody Anger s direful rage,; a " 
In thickeft flaughters doth engage^ IrY n »y 
* fi It is a fweet, and noble gain, ■ •<>:■ . - 
"In Countries quarreho bellain. ; . •? • 
Death the fwift flying man purfues v 
With ready fteps: Nor doth he ufe . <. j\ 

To 



• * # * 
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To fpare from unavoided wrack, 
f ouths fupple' hams, or fearful back. 
/ ertue, that ntf* re repulfe admits, 
n taintlefs honours, glorious fits, - \ 
^or takes, or lea veth Dignities, 
lais'd with the noife of vulgar cries, 
/ertue (to worth heavn opening wide) 
)auntlefs, breaks thorough ways deny 'd, 
Viid ( taught) the Rabble to defpife, \ • 

•orfaking earth to heaven flies. 
( ea trufty filence is not barrd, * U • 2 
•Vom having a deiferv'd reward. ; M 
le, who to blab the holy Rites, . ■» 
)ffecret Cew Fane delights, ' : r - 
Ihtter the fame roof (hall not be, 
NJor in frail Veflel fail with me. 
c Oft Jow negle&ed makes the juft r 
c To (mart with thofe are ftain d with luft : 
c Seldom revenge, though (low of pace, 
; Leaves ill fore-going men to trace. 



•1 . « 



— 

Ode m. By Sir ft. F. 

4 Speech of Juno f £e Council of the Gods, concern- 
ing the endivg of the Wqr of Troy .5 <wd fie begin- 
ning which the Roman Empire Jlwuld take from the 

Trojan*. : J\' V ^ 



A N honeft and refol ved man, 
f \ Neither a peoples tumult can, v 
4 cither a Tyrants indignation, ' ' 

In-center from his f aft foundation 5 v . 

'I Nor 
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Nor ftorms that from the bottom move , 
The Adrian fea, nor thuiadring Jow : . ]*-\ I 
If the crackt Orbdes would fplu ami ftl'V ' / 
Crufh him they would, but not appall. . f 
Pollux, and wandring Hercules, , M 

Gain cl Heaven by foch ways as thefe ; / 
# Mongft whom Augajius, leaning fips 
Immortal Ne&ar with red lips. 

This way deferving Bacchus clomb 
The high Olympus with his own ^ 
Tam'd Tigers which AmbroQa ised^ 
And Romulus on Mars his freed t \ • 

Pleas'd jfi/#0 fpeaking a good word * . 
On his behalf, at Council-board- 
Troy, Troy, (through mine f and Palhs grudge) 
. A fatal and adult" rqus Judge, j ; , 
forrein woman overthrew »■ f 
With its falfe King and DamnedCrew^ 
Becanfe Laomedon farfoa^ T 
Ti&e G<?d/ , J Z>rv*^? f j&e CWA to<?Jk 
T&e Spartan Strumpets famous gueji 
Is now no more jeweled and dreji : 
No more doth Priatfis ptrjwrd houft 
Rejifi bold G reeks by Hedor s prowefs : 
And wars which Jin flam 3 d are done $ 
My wrath then, and the Trojan ^Jun 
V abhorred Off-firing, here I give 
Tos fat her Mars that he JJjould live ' 1 

jfe £<?8>er/ 0/ jfo 4 N*&<ir- bowls, • ; ■ v 
£e tranfcrih % d into tlx roUs ...... ■ 

Ofauiet Gods, I will abide, ; r . 

So long as Jpaciout feas divide 

" * Ilium 
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Hum and Rome $ fo long as beajis 
Priamus and Paris hreajis 
lit, and(undifturb'd) the mid 
tip in their tombs $ let theexiVd 
leign great in any other land :. 
Capitol refulgent jland$ 
I awful Rome with feven proud heads 
e Laws to the triumphed Medes : 
louzing her felf let her extend 
dreadful name to the worlds end 5 ' 
re midland feas part Africks foil 
m Europe, to the puds 0/Nile $ 
iore valiant to defpife hid gild, 
mh wifely Nature did withhold) 
k force it to mans ufe, by fack^ 
emples, or by Natures^wrac^. 
Whatever corner would impeach 
progrefs, that let her Sword reach : 
the fiores of (now and hail^ 
where excejfive heats prevail. : 
et warlike Romans dejliny, ! 
his condition I decree, 
\ they (too pious, and grown high) . 
I not re-build their Mother Troy. 
sthTvoy! Tmfsfatefiallberevivd 
all her ominous birds retrivd, 
vfecond wars mar felf witt move; 
??Jier and the Wife of] ore. 
Vhoebus harp a Brazen wall 
Id thrice ereff, thrice it fhould fall 
M by my Greeks) f& wife, in chain 
7C mown her fons and husband flatn. 
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But whither, faucy Mufe > Thefe things 
Agree not with the Lutes foft ftrings, 
The words of gods ceafe to repeat, 
And with Imall voice matters fo great. 

Ode IV. By Sir K. R 

The Poet faith, That he hath been delivered from 
ny dangers by the help of the Mufes, Andtl 
hath gone ill with all who have attempted an) I 
againjtthegodr 

DEfcend Thalia with a long 
From heaven ; my Queen, I'd have it To 
To the Ihrill pipe or to the flute, 
The viol or Apollo s lute. 

Do'ft hear ? or do I fWeetly rave ? > 
I hear in yonder trees, which wave, 
Thy ruftling robe, and in that fpring^ 
The tuning ofthy filver firing. 

Me, am'rous turtles (Poets theme) 
As by my native Aufids ftream, 
A child oppreG'd with fleep and play, 
Under a Mountain fide I lay, \/\ . 
Fearlefs (for what hath he to fear, 
• Who from his birth was Heavens care } ) 
With facred Bays and Myrtle boughs, 
On which no Realt did ever browfe, > 

Covered, left;Soakeor ugly Bear*:. : ... 
Should do me hurt as I flept there } 
Which fet the neighb 'ring Fields at gaze, 
A^wondring what (hould be the caufe. 

Whether I mouftt the Sabine, hill, 
Or with cold fprifegs Pr<enejie chill. 
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me the healing Bath allures 5 
.ere- ere I am : Mufes I'm yours, 
riend to your fprings, with your fongsfapt 
oft Philips Field I fcap't 3 

: fall of my own curfed Tree, 
1 (hip wrack in Sicilian Sea. . • 
io you with me, Tie (dreadlefs) try 
: Bofphorus that threats the skie, 
1 (travelling) defie the thir- 
Syrian (and to do their worft. 
r ifit the Brit dins fierce toftrangers, 
: horfe-fed Tbracians bloody mangers, • ' • ' J 
\ Scythians, whom no Sun doth warm, 

1 none of them (hall do me harm, 
freat^epr, you with martial tod • 
clout, and glad to breath a while 

v inter quarters with his men, 
re(h in the Pierian Den. 

ou give him mild ad vice 3 and well 

n you he takes it . We can tell, ' ! 

Giants felves from all their troop v 

lonftrous Bulks, were Thunder-ftrook 

y him that Towns, and dreary Ghofts, } 

ortal Gods, and mortafhofts, 

ftupid Earth, and reftlefs Main, 1 ; 

b govern with one equal rein. 

he horid band and brotherhood, 

> (whilft upon thefe terms they flood ) 

w to heap on Ojfa ftrove, 

2 not a little care to Jove. 

utifthat could Mimas, and theftrong 
what Porphyrin long, 
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What Rh&ctts, and with hurled trunk, 
(Torn up by th* roots) the fury drunk 

Enceladus, ruftiingagainft 
Minerva s ringing (hield ad vanc't 5 
Here the devouring Vulcan ftood r 
There Matron Juno, and the god 

That never lays his Quiver by, 
Bathes in pure dews of Cajiafy 
His dangling locks, haunts Delia* woods, 
Patros, and Rhodes, and Xanthus floods. 

Uncounfel'd force with his own weight 
Is crudity a force that's temperate 
Heaven it fclf help*: and hates to left 
Strength that pr6vokes to wickednefc. 

This truth Orion underftands, 
And Gyges with the hundred hands : 
He purpofing chaft Dianas Rape, 
Could not her Virgin- arrows fcape* 

The earth on her own Monfters thrown, 
(Thundred to efldlels night) doth groan • 
Over her fons Mtna doth roar, 
Burning, and not confum'd. No more 

Can Titus* s heart in vulttars claw , 
Or waft it fclf, or fill her maw • 
Offended Proferft i*i reft rains . * 
Perithous in three hundred chains. . 



. • • * • . 
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Ode V. By Sir R. F. 

■ 

hepraifes of Auguftus, the dijhcnonr 0/ Craffus, the 
conjlancy of Kegulus, and his return to the Car- 
thaginians, , 

governs heaven with his nod.* * 
Augufins is the earthly God 5 
Did Britain* to the Empire bow'd, 
nd Perftans, with late trophies proud. 
Could Cr^fex fouldier lead his life 
ok 'd bafely with a barbarous wife? 
i with Foe Father-in-law grow gray 
Arms, under a Medians pay f 
(O fathers ! and degenerate fliatne I) 
is blood forgotten and his name, 
ernal Vefta, and the Gown, 
hiJft tfiere was yet a Jove, and Rome I 
This fear d wife Regulvs his mind, 
id fo the bale Accord declin'd, 
eighing the confequence, unlcfi 
le Captive Youth dy'd pitileft. 
I faw {quoth ht) our enfigns ftuck 
PunickJ*nz% Without a ftroke, 
jldiers difarm'd, and Citizens . 
eir free hands bound behind w.ith chains. 
And: the Port* open, and that field 
lich Romans had iricampt on, till'd. 
this I faw. Redeemed with gold 
ey'l grow, belike, vtt fight more bold; 
5uy not iniquity. As ftain 
tite wooll 'twill never white again : 

■ 1 • H 
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So, if true Vertue fall, defpair 
To ftop her till the loweft ftair. 

A Hind out of the Trammels free, ., 
Andmake her fight, then fo will he 
That rendred to a faithlefs foe, 
AnC^ Carthaginians overthrow 

lu jfcond War 5 That tamely took 
The lafh, and ("Death but named) (hook: • 
Why thefe (forgetting whence they came J 
Confounded war with peace. O (name ! 

Great Carthage ! tho&haft overcome 
The vertue (more than troops ) of Rome. 
His chart wife's kifs, and'Jhis fmall fry 
Of Babes, he's (aid to have put by, 

("As being a (lave J and not t' have took 
From Earrti his ftern and manly look : 
Till he tji' unwilling Senate brought 
To vote the thing that he had fought. . * 

Then through his weeping friends he went 
Into a glorious banifhment. 
Though well he knew what torments were 
Ready prepared for him there 

By Barb'rous men. Yet break through all 
His Kindred, and the crouded Hall. 
To beg of him he would not go, 
No otherwife than he would do 

From Clients fwarms, after the end 
Of a long Term, going to fpend ■ 
In fweet Campania the Vacation, 
And give his mind fome Relaxation. 
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Ode VLBySir T.H. ' 

■ 

To the Romans. - 

« 

Of the corrupt makers of that Age. * % 

# ' - * 

PO*/<*#, refolve, thou (halt defertlefstaftfc: 
Sins fcourge, for Vice of predeceffor paft > 
Untill thou do'ft again repair 
Decaied Temples, and make fair 
The falling houfes of the^Gods difgrac d, 
And cleanfe their images, with fmoak defacd* 
To think theelefs than Gods,thy power commendsi 
Hence take beginnings, hither aim thy ends. 

The Gods neglected, many woes 
On Italy diftrefled, throws. 
Twice Paeons, and twice Monefes hand, 
Our inaulpicious armed troops difband : 
Who with a plenteous prey made glad, 
To little chains more links do add. 
The Dacian and thelEthiop fierce in wars, 
Hath almoft raz't the City, rent with jars! 
One with his Navy formidable, ^ 
With darts the other better able. 
This age in vice abounding, firft begins 
Chaftttocks, and Nuptials to pollute wtth lias: 
The woes which from this fountain flow. 
People, and Countrey over* throw. 
The Maid for Marriage ripe, much joys to learn 
lonick^ dances* and can well difcem 
With art to fain, and q lickly prove 

The pleafures of unl* wtul love- 

t Straigh 
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Straijr V made a wife, in Midd'ft: of husbands 
She'r if young Gallants and Adult'rersfups^cup 

? cares to whom (he yeilds by ftealth, 

\ en lights are out) loves lawlefe wealth, 
Biirr B d doth rile, her knowing husband by, 
T« ^ >ftitute her marriage modefty 3 f 

Ar(fa&ors call, or Pilots hire, 

Of luftful (hame, a coftly buy en 
That youth came not from fuch Fore-fathers ftrain, 
Who did the Sea with Punic blood diftain : 

Not by fuch hands did Pyrrhus fall, 

Antiochus, nor Hannibal. 
But in thofe days a brave and manly race 
Of ruftrick fouldiers lived in this place, 

Well skill'd in Plough, and Sabine Spade, 

And fo to ftrift obedience made, 
That if (harp Mothers bad, atthere returfi (burn, 
They on there (houldiers brought logs hew'd to 

When Phvbus changed had the mountains (hade 
And weary unyok'd Oxen homeward made, 

And that night gave their toil difpence, 

Chafing the Suns bright chariot hence. 
"What wafteth not with Times devouring rage? 
"Our Fathers life, much worft than Grandfires 

"Sees usmore wicked, to produce (age, 

"An Oft-fpring fuller of abufc. 
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ODE VII . By Sir R. F. 

r<? asterie4 

He comforts her, btir.g fad and folicitens for the ab* 
fence of her husband. ' , ' ^ , 

ASterie, Why doft thou mourn 
For Gjges, Ihortly to return 
On wings of Vernal air, > 
Rich in Sicilian War > 

More rich in faith. Hebyablaft 
After 1 ong ftorms, on Epire caft, 
His Widow'd nights ftceps there • 
In many a watchful tear. 

Yet Chloe's fubtil meflenger^ 
Shewing what fighs it puis from her^ 
Whilft in thy Flame (he fries* 
A thoufand waves him tries, t 

She tells how the falfe Woman wrought 
On cr edu] us .Pre**/, till (he brought 
A cruel death upon ' 
Toochafte Belhrophon. 

Of Peleus near his fatal hour* 
Whilft he (huns love, that's arm'd with power s 
And (cunning) rakes from duft . 
All precedents for luft. 

In vain:. For deaf as Rocks to Prayer^ 
He's yet unmoVd. But take thou care, 
Enipens at next dore 
Do not thy love procure. 

Though none with better skill be feefi ' . J . 
To wcild a Horfe in Mars hi9 green 5 

H 3 No 
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Nor with more a&ivelimbs 
In Tjburs Channel fvvims. 

Shut to thy gate before it darken, 
.Norto his whining Mufick hearken : 
And though he ftill complain 
Thof^t hard; ftill hard remain. 




ODE VIII. By T. F. P-araphrafed. 
To UMCEN AS. 

L Earned Maecenas, wonder not that I, ^ 
y (A Batchelor) invoke that Deity, 
Which at this feaft the married rout adore, 

And yearly do implore. 
They pray the Gods to make their burthen light, 
And that their yoke- fellows may never fight ; 
I praife them, not for giving me a wife, 

But laving of my life. 
By heav'n redeem'd, I fcap't a falling tree, 
And yearly own that ft range deliverie, 
Yearly rejoyce, and drink the briskeft wine, 

Not fpill it at their fhrinc. 
Come (my Maecenas) let us drink, and thus 
Cherilh that life, thofe Pow'rs have given us : 
A thoufand cups to Midwife this new birth, 

With inoffenfive. mirth, 
No ftate-affairs near my Maecenas come. 
Since all are fain that fought vi&orious Rome. 
By Civil broils the Medes^ our foes, will fall. 

The weakeft to the wall. 

Our 

' Digitized by Googt 



M 1 



Iff. . . ■ ODES. * . iot 
Our fierce, and ancient Enemy of Spain 
Is now fubdu'd, and tamely bears our chain. 
The Savage Scythian too begins to yeild, 

about to quit the field, 
Bear they the load of Government that can } 
Thou, fince a private, and good natur'd nru' -i, 1 
Enjoy th* advantage of the prefcnt Hour, 

For why Ihould'ft thou look fowr> 



Ode IX. BySir&F. 

A Dialogue of 'Love and Jealoufie, betwixt Hor?cc 
and Lydia. 

Hor, \TIT Hilft I poffeft thy love,free from alarms 
VV Nor any Youth more acceptable a rms 
About thy Alablafter neck did fling, 
I liv'd more -happy than the Ptrftan King. 



Lyd. Whilft thou ador'ft not more another fece 



Nor unto Chloe Lydia gave place $ 



I 



I Lydia, foaring on the wings of Fame, s ~ v \ 

Eclipft the Rowan Ilia with my name. 
Hor. Me, Thraci an Chloe now, rules abfolute, 

Skiird in fweet Lays, and peerlefs at her Lute : 
For whom to die I would not be afraid, 

If Fates would Ipare me the furviving Maid* 
Lyd. Me, Cayli rich Ormtho's heir doth fcorch 
With a reciprocal and equal torch : V 
For whom I would end ure to die twice over, 

If Fates would fpa re me my furviving Lover. 
Hor. What if oXAVenus (hould her Doves revoke, 
And curb us (ftubborn) to her Brazen yoke: 

H 3 « 
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*f bright treft Chloe I would henceforth hate, 
And to excluded Lydia ope the Gate ? 

Lyd. Though he be fairer than the Morning ftar; 
Thou, lighter than a Cork, and madder far 

Than the vext Ocean, when it threats the Skie, 
Wfjh thee l'de gladly live, Fde willing die, ! 

4 A Paraphrafe on the fame Ode, by J. W. Efq. 

Hor. TT7 Hilft I alone was dear to thee, 

V V And only chief in thy embrace, 
No Per fan King My d life to me, Y 

Or half fo bleft or happy was. 
Lyd. Till thy love roulU and did prefer 

Chloe s new face, Tore Lydia, 
In fame, I (far furpaffing her) i )i!'H r 

Was greater than Romesllia. >; 
Hor. Chloe s the Saint I pray to new,. V 

Sweetly fhe fings, and play s o tV Lute, A i 
¥oi whom, would Deftiny allow, ' 
1 My life fhould be a fubftitute. 
Lyd. The fame's young Calais (Omit bus heir ) 

Tome, for whom I fhould be glad 
If I might die, though twice it were, . . 

Would the fame Fates but fpare the Lad. 
Hor. But fay I if as before I burn ? 

fay I once more put on my chain •> - 
Chloe fhak'd off, and I return 

To my firfl Lydia again ? 
Lyd. Though he's more glorious than a Star, 
Thou than a Cork more fickle be, 
Or pettifh than the Sea, 1 1 ware 
Once more to live and die with thee. 
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mine 



Encircled t^y fair Ivory neck, " ■ i; Y 

I did the Per fiat King out-(hine. 
Lyd. While Horace was an honeft Lad, 

And Chloe lefs than Lydia lov'd, 
Lydia was then a matchlefs Lafs, • 

And in a fphere 'bove Ilia mov'd. 
Hot. But Chloe now has vanquilbt me, 

That Lute and Voice who could deny ? 
Methinks might I butfave her life, 

I could my felf even dare to dy. 
Lyd. Young CalaU is my Gallant, 

He burns me with his flaming Eye, 
Tafave the pretty villians life, 

Twice over I could dare to dy. 
Hor. But (ay I Lydia lov cl agen, 

And would ne w-braze Loves broken chain > 
Say I (hould turn my Chloe off* 

And take poor Lydia home again > 
Lyd. Why then though He a fixed Star, 

Thou lighter than a Cork (houldft be, 
Mad, and unquiet as the Sea, 

Yet would Hive, and die with thee. 
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ODE X. By jR. N. Paraphrafed. 



I. • 

SEE, Madam, fee, how your poor lover lies 
Before your door negle&ed and forlorn, 
Expos'd to the rage of weather and your fcora, 
Both unrelenting Enemies, 
And can you ftill fo cruel be 
As to behold all this, and yet not pity me > 

2 . (doors, 
Hark how the North-wind blufters gainft your 
Hark how amongft the neighbouring Trees it rores: 
See how the Earth's all covered o're with Snow , 
And like your Heart is frozen too. 
A way with this difdain, away, 
For what is my cafe now,may b' yours another day. 

Sure you were ne're fo cruel bred or born, 

What though with gifts I ne'redid bribe your loves 

Nor could for it look wan and pale, 

I knew you did fuch foolnes fcorn : 

Yet let my conftancy prevail . 

Will nothing your compaffion move > 
Fye, Fye, you re more unflexible I fwear, 
Than the tough Oak, cruel as Serpents are: 

What (hall I do? I cannot fure ( endure 1 
Thefe Heat? and Colds of love for ever thus 



ODE. XI. 
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Od e XI. By Sir R. F. 

* < • • » 

^MERCURY. 

That h would cliff ate to him a Song, wherewith to 
bendLyde. J he Fable <?/Danaus Daughters. 

C\ Mercury (for taught by you 
I Deaf ftones by th' ears Amphion drew) 
And Shell, whofe hollow Belly rings ■ .'. 

Withfeverfftrings. 

Once mute and gracelefi, now the tongue 
Of Feafts and Temples : lend me a long * - 
To thread the maze of hyde\ Prayer- 

Refilling ear. 

i « £ 

Who like a three y ears Colt doth fetch . 
A hundred Rings, and's hard to catch • 
Free from a husband, and not fit * V' 

For backing yet. 

Thou mak'ft ftiff Forefts march, retreat 
Prone Rivers : ferberus the great 
Porter of Hell to thee gave way , 

Stroak'd with a Lay? 

Though with a hundred Snakes he curl 
His head, and from his Noftrils hurl 
A filthy ftream, which all bed r ops 

, His triple chops. . 
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Ixion too with a forc't fmile 
Did grin. The tubs flood dry a while, 
Whilft with thy Mufick thou did pleafe 

C f] I j : ' The Betides. 

Tell Lyde that 5 ,j:hat Virgin-flaughter, 
Anil 'famous tof ffient, the vain water 
Coxifcnnig their UrnS through thoufaricf drains, 

V And Pofthuroe pains 

For cruel Maids Jaid up in ftore. . . ' 

Cruel. For what cou-fd they doinore, 
That could wfeh unrelenting fteel. 

Their lovers kill ? 

One only worth Hjfnem flame* , 

And worthy oftnhhdrtal Fame, u i , ■ . . ; o 

Her per jur'd fathctl^ pious child ) 

Bravely beguil'd 

........ . > 1/ : , ^ » » • I ' 

Whf faid to her young I^usband 5 Wake, 
Left an Eternal Qeep thou take. 
Whence leaft thou looK.fi : deceive my Sire, 

And Sifters dire. 



Who like to many Tygars teat 
(Ala9 ! (the prey 1 (tenderer) 
Will neither (lay, riorkeep thee 

• I'th Slaughter-houfe. 



Me let my S#va£e father chain, 
Becaufe my Husband is unflain, 

Or into fartheft Africa 

Ship me away. 
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By Land or Sea take thou thy flighty 
Cover'd with wings of Love and Night .• 
Go, go, and write when thou ait fate 

My Epitaph. 



■ 



Ode XII. By T. F. Panphrafed. 

t^neobule: j * ' 



N 



O more Love's fubje&s, but hb Oaves thdyhi, 
That dare not ore a Glaft of Wine be free, 
But quit, for fear of friends, theic liber tie. 

Fonud Ntohtle } thou art lazy grown, ■, . 

Away thy Needle,: Web, and Diftaff thrown// 

Thou hop ft thy work by Hebrtu will be done, 

A (brdy youth, and a rank ELider he, ::> : jsdT 
Can run a race, and box moftmanfullie, 
Swim like a Duck, and caper like a Flea. 

He hunts the ftag, and all the Foreft o re 

With ftrength **<* craft: periRiesthe favage Boar : 

He minds the fport, and thou defir'ft no more. 

i _ • - - - . . i. 

' ! ! ' — ~ ~ ~ 

Ode Kill. By K. N. Paraphrafhd,^ 
I 2* r£e Ftf»»^* o/Blandufia, 

.' " ' *£C 1 b/ ■ I I I y 

A Pleafant Spring doth rife within my Crore, 
^ (The Scene qf my retiri<i€Dntenti& fcove) 
' To 
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To which myMufe (hall bring v 
For a gratef ul Offering, 
No lafcivious wanton Kid, * 
With pamper d lufts, and armed head, 

To ftain the Cryftal flood 
With unclean and luftfijl blood 5 
Butherfacrifice (hall be, 
Love, divine Love dreft up in Poetry. 

2. 

Lo how the officious Trees their branches fprcad, 
r j Thickned with leaves over thy Head, 

As if afraid each (corching Ray Cphy* 
On thy cold (beams with too much Heat mould 

Hither the panting Flocks for (belter run, ' 
When beaten from the Plains by the hot Sun, 

Whilft from the bubbling ftreams below, 

Such murmuring Languages do flow, 
That none bnt Lovers and the Mufes know. 



Ode XIV. By Sir I*. #. 



. To the Homan people. 

This Ode cmtaineth the praijes of Auguftus return* 
ing out of Spain, after his Conquejl over the Can- 
tabrians. - • 



Great ttfar who is (aid to go, 
Like Hercuks againft his foe, 
To purchafe Bays by death, again 
Vtftorious is return'd from Spain. 



1. 1 



The 
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The Wife that's with one husband pleas'd, 
Let her come forth, the Gods appeas'd. , 
08avU, C<efarj Sifter, hafte, 
And mothers with your daughters chafte. 

Attird in modeft veil appear, 
And fons returned fafe draw neer : 
You Boys, and you new-married train 
Of wives from evil words abftain. 

From me this new-made Holy-day 
Black fullen cares (hall take away: 
Nor fear I in great Cefars reign 
By force or tumult to be (lain. 

(Boy) crowns, and unguents now prepare 
And Veflel kept, fince Marjidtt war, 
If any fiich conceal'd bath been 
By wandringifydrftftwsnot feen. 

Let hither (brill Netra hie, 
And hair perfum'd in trefles tie : 
But if the Porter make delay 
With churlifh anfwer, hafte away. 

White hoary hairs temper the mind, 
To brawls and quarrels ear ft incline! : 
This in youths^heat I could not brook, 
When PlancM charge of Conful took. 
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Ode XV. By T. vffj]^$l \ f\ 
Jgawfi CHLOR IS. * 



* it 



FOr (hame, for (hame give o re 
Thou over-ridden Whore ! i • ' v / 
Thou play the wanton > fie! 

Thou that ere long muft die I 
Thou merry with the Maids > tor (hame ! 

Thy ice will freeze their flame. 
Think'ft thou to pleafe a Man, ! 

Becaule thy daughter can ? 
Few Youngfters will knock at 

An old, a rotten Gate. 
Wifti thy young Daughter luck 3 
Thou'dft better fpin, than— 
Drink Brandy thou, and hope , 

No Garland, but a Rope* 
- 

ODEXVI.BySirjR.jF.. 
To MAECEN AS. 

." • • • 

That all things fly ofenU Gold :Tet HORA C:i 
is contented with his own condition^ in which \ - 
lives happy. - I 




DAnae in a Brazen Tower immure, 
From nigtotkibulterers, doors barr'd, 
And of fierce Dogs a conftand ward ^ 
Would have fufticientl y (ecui 'd, 

I 
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* • * 

If Jove and Venus had not fbol'd, j- J 
The Gaoler of the cloyfter'd Maid, 
(Though of his own fhadow afraid) ' 
Turning his Godfhip into Gold. 

Gold loves to break through armed Guards 
And Caftles that are thunder-propf, 
The Grecian Augurs facred roof, 
Was undermined by rewards. £ 

Gifts were the Macedons Petar, 

With which he blew up City-gates, 
Subverted Rival Kings and States, 
And laid abroad their men of War. 

With growing riches cares augment, 
And thirft of greater. I did well 
To (brink my head into my inell, 
lUcenas Knighthoods ornament. 

The more a man t 1 himfelf denies, 
The more indulgent Heaven beftows. 
Let him that will fide with the Is: 
i'me with the Party of the No's. 

A greater Lord of a fmall ftore, 
fhan if the fruitful Crops of all 

I mine own did call: ., 
b midft of lb much plenty poor,. 

My little wood, and my pure firearo, 

Ind corn that never fails 3 makes me 
\ man more truly bleft, than he 
That wears rich Africks Diadem. 
Though neither Crojfick. Bees produce 
joney tome, nOr clothing nW 
\ovian flocks : »or Majfic\Wmc 
kllow in barrels for my ufe : 
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Yet pinching Poverty's away. I 

Nor, wifhtlmore, wouldft thou deny 't. I 

Who, with contracted appetite I 

May eafier my tribute pay, 1 

Then if deputed Egypt* King. 1 

Large iffues follow large fupplies* 1 

He, to whom Heaven nothing denies, j 

Ows an account of every thing. I 

- 1, 

ODE XVII. ByT.F. Paraphrafed. J 
To JELIVLS LAMIA. * 

B Rave fprung from an Heroick line, i 

Whofe Pedigree in long defcents do ftiin^ 
That add'ft new glories to the Latvian Name/ 

And rear'ft.frefh Trophies to their fame! 
Defcended from Prince Lamus, whofe command 
Reach from the Formian walls, or e Sea and Land; 
Well was he known ou r Anceftors among, 

Where gentle Lyris Aides along. 
Great as thou art, time will not thee obey : 
To-morrow's like to be a bluftringday, 
Some tempeft too is threatned from the Eaft, 

As by th* unlucky Crow I guefs't : 
Tis dry to day ! Now lay thy fuel in, 
*Er? the unwelcome Seafon do begin, 
Good victuals get, and frolick friends together 
Armour of proof againft ill weather. 

. • . • » 
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Ode XVIII. By SirT. H. 

V ' 

To FAUN US. 

fflto <» infernal peflilent Wood-god, he prayeth 
that pajjing thorovp his Fields , he would be favour' 
able to him and his. v 

F Annus, who after Nymphs doft range, 
Through my pfecir&s and fruitful graunge 
Pafs gently, and propitious be,. 

To flocks, and me. 

A tender Kid the year (hall end, 
Full Cups of Liquor (Venus friend) 
Wei pay 3 Fumes (hall on Altars flie . 

In odours high. ' 

Beafts, when Decembers Nones appear 
In grazy grounds make fportive chear : 
The jocund Clown in Meads doth.feaft j 

The Oxe doth reft. - 

• - m 

The Wolf 'mongft feai lefs Lambs doth ftray, 
Woods ftrcw thee leafs upon this day 3 
The Ditcher joys with meafur'd mirth 

To tread the Earth. 



■* * 



- 
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Ode XIX. By T. F. Paraphrafed 
To TELEP HUS. 

I. 

THou por'ft on Helvicus^ and ftudieft in vain 
How many years pa ft betwixt King, & Kings 
To make on old woman even twitter for joy (reign, 
At an Eighty eight ftory, or the fcuffle a,t Troy : 
But where the good wine, and beftfire is 
When the cruel North^vind does blow, 
And the trees do penance in Snow $ . 
Where the Poets delight and defire is, 
Thou pitiful Book-worm ne're troubled thy 

3. (brain. Moon 

Come Drawer fome Claret, wee'l drown this new 
More Candles t* improve this dull night into noon: 
Let the Healths, let the Houfe, & the Glafles turn 

( round, 

Butno tears, except thofe of the Tankard, abound. 
Come ! here s a good health to the Mufes, 
Three brimmers to the three times three, 
And one to each Grace let there be ; 
The tripple skull'd Dog bite him that refufes. 

3. (fingers 
Let's be madasM/r^-hares, call the miniltrels, & 
Strike up there! -kick that rogue-he ha's chil- 

(blains on's fingers, 
Let that whorfon our neighbour,on his bags that 

fiies thinking, 

Bear a part in the ftorm, but not the calm of our 

( drinking. 

" r > w . ' T Ccmc! 
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- Come! bring us a Wench, or two, prithee, 

Thou Tetiphus look'ft pretty fair, j 
And haft a good thick head of hair,( with thee* 
Fetch him Chlot, (he's buxom, and loves to trade 
Call Glycera to me, for I am one of her Swinhgers. 



Od e XX. By T. F. Paraphrafed. 
To P^RRHUS. 

0 

DRy PyrrhuS) little doft thou know, 
What 'tis to make a Whelp forgo 
His Lionefs, — faith 'twill not do 1 

It will befo. 
Nearchus under ftands his game, 
If he refolves to quit his fame, 
What's that to you? To faye his name 

You'l purchafe (hame. . 
If before Peace, you War prefer, 
Shoot at his Butt — you'l find from her 
A Rowland for your Oliver, 

Thatldarefwear. 
He is a gay, and fanguine Man, ' 
His Periwig the wind do's fan, 
And fhe will hug hiqfe now and than, 

Do what you can. 

— .* . 
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* * 

Ode XXI. By TF* Paraphrafed. 
To his Wine-Vtjjels. 

♦ 

Kind Brother Butt ! as old, and brisk, as I, 
(For we had both the fame Nativity, ) 
Whether to mirth, to brawls, or defpe rate Love, 

Orfleep,' thy gentle power do's move 5 \ 
By what, or name, or title dfgnifi'd 5 
Thou need'ft not fear the niceft teft to 'bide : 
Corvinus^ health fince we may riot refufe, 

Give down amain thy generous juice. 
Corvhws tho' aStoick, will not balk 
Thy charms, for he can drink, as well as talk. 
Old Cato, tho* he often were morofe, 

Yet he would fometimes take a Dofe. 
O Wine ! thou mak'ft the thick skulfd-fellow foft; 
Eafeft the Statefman, vext with caresfuUoft j 
Unriddled all intrigues with.a free Bowl, 

Thou arrant pick-lock of the Soul ! 
Thou doft our gafping, dying hopes revive, 
ToPefants, fouls as big as Princes, give 5 
Infpired by thee they lcorn their llavifh fears, 
And bid their Rulers (hake their ears. 
All this, and more (greztBaahus) thoucanft do, 
But if kind Venus be aliiftant too, 
Then bring more Candles to expel the night 3 
Till Phoebus puts the ftars to flight. 
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Od e XXIL By X. F. Paraphrased. 

Upon DIANA. 

C^Emle Diana, Goddefs bright, 
J Who midwiv'ft Infants intolight, 
The Mountains Deity tripartite, 

And Queen of Night. 
To thee I confecrate my Pine, 
Henceforth it (hall be ever thine, 
Yearly Tie offer at this fhrine 
, , - The blood of Swine. 

* • m * • _ 

» * .1 

% \ - 

_ „ „ \ * > -» » - - < 



Ode XXilL By Sir T. H. 
3VPHIDILE. , 

- > 

27>e God/ to £e honoured with pure hands, and the 

teftimony of a well Jpent age. . 

- 

> . .... ^ . t 

1 F Rural Phidile, at the Moons arife, 
I .To Heaven thou lift thy hands in humble wife.- 
If thou with Sacrifice thy Lars wilt pleafe, 
Or with new fruit and greedy Swine appeafe, 
Thy fertile Vineyard (ball not fuffer blaft 
From peft'lent South, nor parching dew be caft 
Upon thy Com, nor (hall thy children dear, 
Feel fickly Fits in Autumn of the year. 
It is the long vow'd vidime, which is fed 
'Mongft Holms and Okes on fnowie Afgids head,- 
Or which in fat Albanian paftures grew, (imbrew. 
That (hall the Priefts (harp Axe with blood 

13 To 



S, 



Digitized by Google 



n8 > 0 D E S. BookUl, 

To thee, who petty Gods dofl; magnifie, ; * 
With Mirtle branch, and fprig of Rofemary, 
It nothing appertains their F^eafts to keep 
With frequent flaughtersof the fatteft Sheep. * 
If thy hand, free from ill, the Alter touch, 
Thou {halt th' offended Gods appeafe as much 
With gift of fparklingSalt, and pious meal, 
As if thou vows with coftly vi&imes feal. 

Ode XXI V. By Sir R. F. 

He inveighs againji covetous men, who continually joyn 
boufes to houfes Jbuilding in the very Sea itfelf: when 
iu the mean time no buildings can free them from the 
necejfity of dying. He faith the Scythians are happy , 
who draw their Houfes in Waggons, and till the fields 
in common. Moreover, denies that corruption of man- 
, ners, and licence of finning to be amongji thefe, which 
is amongji the R6mans. But for the rooting out of 
thefc evils, together with the depraved defire of in- 
creafng riches, affirms, there is need of a more rigid 
Dfjcipline. , • 

T Hough richer than unpoll'd 
Arab ian wealth, and Indian Gold, 
Thou, with thy works fhould'ft drain 

The Tyrrhene and whole Pontick}AA\n i 
Thou eould'ft not, when Death-lays 
On thee his Adamantine mace, 
£ Thy minde from terror free, 
r . Nor body from mortality. 
\ Wifer the Scythians , . 

Whofe houfes run on wheels like Wains ; 

And 

p- • 
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And frozen Getes, whofe Field 

Unbounded doth free Ceres yield : 
Nor is't the cuftom there, 

To fow a land above a year 3 
And when that Crop is born, 

The reft relieve it each by turn. 
Tire women mingle not v 

For Son-in-Law s a poyfon'd pot j 
Nor govern : On their Dow r 
Prefuming, or adult'rers pow\. 
Their Dow'r *s to be well bred : ' 

And Cbajiitjr, flying the Bed 
Of others, their own truft 

Pervading, and the price of Luft. 
Oh! he that would affwage 

Oox blood-(hed and inteftine rage, 
If he would written have 

His Conntreys Father on his grave j 
Let him not fear t* oppofe 

Unbridled licence to the nofe ; 
So (hall he gain great praife 

In after times 5 fince (wo the days ! 
We envy living worth, 

But mifs it when 'tis laid in earth. 
For what do our Lawsftand, 

If punilhment weed not the Land ? 
What ferves vain Preaching for, 

Which cannot eure our lives f if nor 
Thofe Lands which flames imbrace 5 

Nor where the neighboring Boreas, 
Shuts up the Ports with cold, 

And Snows faft nail'd to the free hold 

14 The 
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The Mariner repel > 

If crafty Merchants learn to quell 
The horridft Seas > the fears 

Of that crime Want making them bear, 
And do all things, and balk 

Severer venues narrow walk. 
Would heaven we'd carry all 

Our wealth ipto the Capitol ! 
Or in the next Sea duck 

Our jewels and pernicious muck, ] 
Fewel of all that's nought ! | 

If we repent as we ought, 
Strike at the root of ills ; 

And mould we our too pliant wills ♦ 
To rougher arts: the child 

Of noble linage cannot wield 
A bounding Horfe of War, 

Nay fearsto hunt, more skill <1 by far. 
To ftride off the Gree^bowl, 

Or the forbidden Dice to trowl, 
The whilft his perjur'd Father 

Deceives his partners truft, to gather 
For one that hath no wit. 

So ii! got wealth grows fa ft, and yet - 
Something ftill fhortdoth come, 

To make it up an even funu 

- 

ODE XXV. By A. B. Paraphrafed. 

To BACCHUS. 

ACCHVSl Whither hurried thou me, . 
Now 1 am fujly fraught with thee, 

Ai 
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Arid thus infpiredwith thy moift Deity > 

Since I thy Liquor drank, I find 

A newer and a nobler mind, 

A quick and lofty fanfie that's inclin'd 

To things above the power of Mankind. 

- 

She vifits all the Caves and Groves, , 
And through the World fhe boldly roves, . ' 
' Be the place ne're fo far 
She 1 thither fly, , *' • ' f 

Nothings too low for her, 
Nothing too high., ■ * 

Into all Dens, though nfere fo dark and deep, 

She dares to peep. 
Swifter and ftronger than the wind, 

Unbounded as the a ir 5 
Kicks the dull earth and all things there $ 
And only is by Heaven it felfconfin'd. 

In this Rapture I will fing 
TV immortal praife of our vi&orious King, 
And plant him mong the ftars above 5 - 

, For he, and only he, 
Is qualified to be 
Both General, and Chancellor to Jove. 

• ' ¥ ' ' < 

Some incomparable thing, V * 

Which no other Poet knew, 
Thus rais'd, I have a mind to bring 

To my C<efar as his due. 
Who e're prefumes of him to fing, 

Muft have notions high and new 5 " • 
Though ne're fo great, they will be true. 

Some- 



• » 
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Something above the common rode, 

Since he that's the fubjett of this Ode, 

Is my Soverieng, and fofar •. 

Beyond what other Princes are. 
That in a vulgar ftyle to name him, 
Inftead of praifing, would defame him. 

In fuch extafie and trance, 

As I am now the Sacred P riefts of yore, 
Up to thy Temples did advance, 
And there did fing, and there did dance, 

Before the barbarous and rude 
. ' Thracran gazing multitude 5 
Whom thus they taught, 
Both whv, and how, thy ought 
Thy Deity to adore, 

» 

Oh! how delightfome 'tis to tread, 
Where never any Auther did, 
Tofinde out matter, great, and new, 
Unknown to th'imitating Crew, 
Who keeps a Round, like married men, 
Repeating ftill the fame agen. 

Thy water Nymphs I now defie, 
And Priefts with their Artillery,' 
Come thou and help me , that I may 
Nothing that's mean, nothing that's mortal, fay j 
For thofe that are by thee infpired, 
Will nothing fey, or do, but what muft be admir'd. 

All hazards pleaftnt are to me, 
Whiift I do follow thee. 

, Who 
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Who could not fuch a God adore? ' 

Who when men do thy aid implore, 

As I do now, ' 

Firft thou infpir'ft our brains with wit, 

And then for it, 

Ihou with a Garland crown'ft thy Poets brow. 




Ode IH. By Sir 77 F. Paraphrafed. 

To VENUS. 

THIs true, I was a (fcurdy Souldier once 

v u fjif bravc Jy a;/^s banner's fought! 
Jisbanded now, his fervice I renounce, 
My warlike weapons ferve for nought. 

lere ! take my Helmet, fword, and Shield 

lyBow, my Quiver, my Artillery 5 

me quite out of th' field 
And leads me in captivity. ' 

■ 

reat Vemts ! thou that know'ft what I have been 
ow able, and how true a friend to Smocks ! J 
evenge my quarrel on th' imperious Quean , 
And pay her with a Pox I 



.. . 
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Ode XXVII. By Sir R. F. 

t ■ 

• 9 

To Galatea going to Sea. 
He deters her principally by the example 0/Europa, 

LEt il! perfages guide the HI, 
A fcreefihing Owl, or from a hill 
A She-wolf mad upon the Flocks, 

• Or pregnat Fox. 

And a Snake (haft-like (hot ^hwart 
Their Horfes way to make them ftart, 
Their journey ftop. What place is here 

For provident fear? 

• 

Before the tempeft- bodeing foul, 
Defcend into the (landing Pool, 
My Prayer fhall from the Orient fteer 

The King-fiflrer. 

Be blefir, wherever thou wouldft be, 
And Galatea think of me 3 
No ominous Pye thy ftcps revoaks, 

No Raven croaks. 

Yat pale Oritn fad defcends 5 
I know too well what it protends, 
When black I fee the Adriatic!^ 

Or white the Japic%. 
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et our foes wives, and all they love, 
'he riling Kids blind anger prove, 
nd the vext Ocean when it roars, 1 

Lafhingthelhores. 

*r0/>* fb, trufting her foft 
de to the ticing Bull, (hriekt oft, 
he Rocks and Monfters to behold, 
I ' . Though file was bold. 

te that late pickt fweet flowers in Meads, 
ad wove meet Garlands for Nymphs heads, 
a clear night could nothing fpy 

" * ' But Sea and Sky. 

" populous Crete arriv'd foon after, 

Sire (quoth (he; left by thy Daughter, 
id duty in my feeble breft 

■;• " By Loveoppreft. 

hence, whither rapt > One death's too fmall ' . 
5 expiate a Virgins fall. » 

j I (awake) true crimes lament, 

Or (innocent) 

>th lbme falfe Dream put me in pain > 
as't better through the horrid Main 
:> > rove far off : or wjlth my Father • v * 

Frefli Flowers to gather > 
.d I that naughty BulJ now here, 

>w with my nails . I could him tear, * ' * 

^d break the horns about that pate ' 
K So lov'd of Jate ! 

Shamelefc 
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Shamelefs I left my Sires abodes : 
Shamelefs I paufe on death 5 ye God9, . 
flf any hear) (hew me the way 

Where Lions ftray. 

Ere my fair skin grow tann'd and lopfe, 
And of the tender prey the juice 1 
Run out 5 whilft I am plump 1 wou'd 

Be Tigers food* , 

> 

Die bate £«r<?/><iCwhi(pers me 
My Sire) behold you beckning tree ! 
The Zone from thy chafte wafte unknir, 

To thy neck fit.. 

Or if flbacp Rocks delight for fpeed, 
This hanging cliff will do the deed ! 
Unlefs (being come of Royal kin) . ^ 

T had ft rather (pin, 

And be a barb'rous Miftrefs thrall, 
Her husbands trulh Pe//#f heard all, 
And Cupid falfly laughing now 

With unbent bow 5 

At length (he faid, This rage forbear; 
That naughty Bull thou (halt have here . 
Prepare thy felf'gainft he returns 

To break his horns. 

0 

Jove is thy Bull. Thefe Fountains dry 5 
Learn to ufe greatnefs moderately : 
Thy Thirds oth* World (hall called be 

Enrobe from thee; 




Book III. ODES. 127 

ODE XXVIII. BySirT.tf. 
To LY DE. 

• - 

He perfuadeth Lyde to Jje^/ the Day dedicated to 
Neptune, pleasantly. 

■ 

ON Neptunes feafts what clfe do we > 
' Straight (Lyde) broach, and bring to me 
Ztcubian Wines laid up in ftore, 
And let ftrong wifdom fway no more, 
rhou feeft 'tis Mid-time of the day, v ( * 
\nd yet, as if fwift hours did ftay, 
\ Butt thou fpar'ft, was Cellar-ftall'd, > 
When Bibulus was Confol call'd. 
iVith mutual fongs weel' Neptune pleafe, 
\nd thegreen-haird NeraWf/. 

3n crooked Lyre fing thou with art,, 
Utaot, and fwift Cynthia's dart .• 
Yhilft our laft ftrain her praife unfolds, 
VhoCnidos, and bright Cyclads holds : 
ind Paphos with pair 'd Swans doth view ; 
r he night (hall likewife have his due. 



— 



Ode 



Digitized 





ODES. 

Ode XXIX. By Sir R. F. 
. To MJECEN AS. . 

He invites him to a merry Supper, laying afide public^ 
cares. 

• 

OF-fpring of Tyrrhene Rings ; I have, 
Waiting thy kifure in my Cave, 
Of mellow Wine an unbroacht But, 
With Spikenard and Rofe-buds, to put 

Upon thy hair. Break off delay : 
Do not moift Tybur ftfll furvay, 
And MfnUs declining hill, 
And his that did his Father kill. 1 

Leave fulfome plenty,. and thy proud 
Palace whofe head is in a cloud : I 
Refpite the love of fmoak, and noifc, 1 
And all that wealthy Rome enjoys. 

Rich men are raoftly pleased with change, 
And cleanly meals in a poor grange, 
Without their Tapiftries, unplough 
The furrows of a careful Brow. 

Andromed now peeps with his ftar, 
Now Procyon (hews the Dog not far, 
He barks, and Phoebus kindling Rays 
Haftc to bring back the fultry days. 

The Shepherd now with his faint Flock * 
Looks, panting, for a gufhing Rock,. 
The horrors of a gloomy wood - r 
And no air ftirs to crifp the flood. 

Thou mind'ft affairs of State, and ( fraught 
With fears for Rome ) bufieft thy thought 

What 

- ^ 
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What Scythians, what the BaSrians think, 
\nd thofe that diftantT**a# drink. 

Wife God hath wrapt in a thick cloud 
What is to come : and laughs aloud 
When Mortals fear more than their (hare, 
rhings prefcnt manage with due care : 

The reft are carried like a ftream, 
Which now runs calm as any dream 
Into the Tyrrhene Sea 3 anon 
(Beyond all limits overflown) . 

Sweeps with it houfes, herds, and flocfi 
And trees intire, and broken rocks, 
Making the Woods and Mountains roar. 
That man has happinefs in ftore 

For a hard Winter, that can fay 
Unto his Soul, Itru dtb day. 
To morrow let it (bine, or rain, 
Yet cannot this thepaft make vain, 

Nor uncreate and render void 
That which was yefterday en joy 'd. 
Tortune that knows the Miftrefs part, 
To ufe her Servarfts with proud art, 

Her fickle favours now beftows 
On me, now on another throws. 
If (he ftay, beft : if (he will pack, 
I give her all her prefents back, 

(Like Wooers when a match is broke^ 
And wrapping me in my old Cloak, 
My vertue, marry the next hour 
Chaftc Poverty without a Dower. 

When North- winds bellow, 'tis not I 
Run fcar'd to wretched Prayers, and cry 

K 
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Let not ray Spice, my Silks increafe 
The riches of the greedy Seas. 
When men may be in Oars con vaid 

Through Ponticl^ ftorms, then I will trade. 



Ode XXX. BySirtf.F. 

By writing Lyricks, he faith, He hath provided bet- 
ter for the Immortality of his Name, than if he had 
procured Brazen Statues, and Pyramids to be etc* 
Bed to him. And intimates that his chief pr'aife 
would be, That he was the firfi of the Latins, who 
in this kind of Ferfe imitated the Greeks. 

A Work out- lafting Brafs, and higher 
Than Regal Pyramids proud Spire, 
I have abfolv'd. Which (forming winds, 
The Sea that Turrets undermines, 
Trac* of innumerable days, 
Nor the rout of times can raze. 
Totally I {ball not die, 

me the Grave (hall flie. 
Pofterity my name (hall boaft, 
When Rome her felf in Rome is loft. 
Where like a King loud Anfid reigns, 
Where Daunus (poor in ftream :) complains 
To neighb 'ring Clowns : I (hall be (ed 
The man, that from an humble head 
T' a Torrent fwoln did firft infpire 
A Roman Soul in Grecian Lyre. 
I labour with deferved praife 3 
Crown, crown me (willing Mufe) with Bays. 
. The end of the Third Book. 

ODES. 
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BOOK IV. 

» 

ODE I. By T. F. Paraphrafed. 

■ 

TV VENUS. 

NIO more of War : Dread Cytherea, ceafe ; 
W Thy feeble Souldier fues for Peace. 
Alas I am not npw that man of might, 
As when fair Cindra bad me fight. 
Leave Venus^ leave ! confider my gray hairs 

Snow'd On by fifty tedious years. 
My Fort9 are flighted, and my Bulwarks down : 

Go, and beleaguer fome ftrong Town. 
Make thy attempts on Maxim us ^ there's game 

To entertain thy Sword, and flame. 
There Peace and Plenty dwell : He's of the Court, 

Ign'rant what 'tis to florin a Fort : 
There found a charge ; he's generous and young, 

He's unconcern'd, lufty and ftrong: 
He of thy filken Banners will be proud,* 
And of thy Conquefts talk aloud. 

R 2 His 
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His bags are full : the Lad thou may'ft prefer 

To be thy Treafurer in W*ar. 
He may ereft Gold-ftatues to thy name, 
* And be the Trumpet of thy fame : 
Thy Deity the zealous youth will then invoke, 

And make thy beauteous Altars (moke. 
With voice,and Inftruments thy praife (hall founds 

Divifion he, and Love the Ground. . ■ 
There, twice a day the gamefome company 

Of Lads and Lafles in debuoir to thee, • 
Like Mars's Priefts their numbers (hall advance, 

And fweetly fing, and nimbly dance. 
But as for me ! Im quite defpirited,* 

I court nor Maid, nor Boy to bed ! , * 
I cannot drink, nor bind a Garland on, 

Alas ! my dancing days are doile ! 
But hold — Why do thefe tears fteal from my Eye? 

My lovely Ugnrinm^ why ? 
Why does my fault'ring tongue dilguife my voice 

With rude, and inarticulate noi(e ? 
OLignrinl 'tis thou that break'ft my reft, 

Methinks I grafp thee in my breft : 
Then I purfue thee in my paffionate dreams 

Ore pleafant fields, and purling ftreams. 



» 
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t * 

• Ode n. By Sir R.F. 

* • 

To Antonius Julus, the Son of Mark Anthony, 

the Triumvir. 

■ 

That it is dangerous to imitate the ancient Poets. 

WHo thinks to equal Pindar y tries 
With waxen wings to reach the Skies, 
Like -him that (falling^) a name gave 

T his watry grave. 
Asa proud ftream that fwoln with rain, 
Comes pouring down the hills amain, 
So Pindar flows, and fears no drouth, 

Such his deep mouth : 
Worthy the Bays, whether he pour 
From unexhaufted Springs a ftiow'r 
Of lawlefs Dytherambs, and thunders 

In bolder numbers : 
Or fings of Gods, and Heroes (feed 
Of Gods) whofe juft Swords did outweed 
The Centaures y and Chim£ra ftout 

% * Her flames put out : 

Or mourns fome youth, from his fed Spoufe 
Unkindly torn, whofe ftrength and prowes 
And golden mind he lifts toth'Skie, 

And lets not die, 
ThisTheban Swan, when he will fing 
Among the clouds, raifes his wing 
On a ftiff gale. I like thq Bee 

Of Calabrie^ 

Which (toiling) fucks beloved Flowers 
About the Thyme Groves, and Skow'rs 

K3 Of 
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Of F ount-well TfBer, from a terfe 

T, . , • But humble verfe ' 

Thou Anthony in higher (trains 
/ Chauni - Ctfar, when he leads in chains 
* ,erce Germans , his victorious brows 

T . Crown'd with Bay-boughs 

Than whom a greater thing, or good 8 
Heaven hath not lent the Earth" nor'fhou' d 
Though it refin'd theage *o th' old 

«-pi n , ^ Sahtrnian gold. 

Thou (halt fing to tbe ^//^ plays 
* or his return, and Holy-days 

wrangling pleas 

~j i (» Ima y then beheard) . 

Happy in my reftored 

Will joyn i th' clofe, and O (Tie fay j ■ 

a„j<i O Sun- mine day J 

And (thou proceeding) we'll all fing, " 
f Trtumphe I And again 
/<? Triumph ! At each turning 

A Tj , Incenfe burning. 

A Hecatomb's requir'd of thee 
And weaned Calf excufes me, ' 
in high graft fat and frhk$ng now, 

Refembled in whofe ftining^ ^ ^ 
1 ne increafing Moon his brow adorns ; 
fcavea white fea*herinhis head 

* All forrel red. 
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iraphrafe on the fame Ode, by A. C. 

s , T^\Indar isimitableby none 5 
ft I ^ The Phoenix, P/»*fcr, is.a vaft fpecies alone : 
Who e're but Dedalm with waxen wings could flie, 
^ And neither Jink too low, nor foar too high } 

What could he who follow cl claim, 
■ But of vain boldnefs the unhappy fame, 

And by his fall a Sea to name } 

Pindar s unnavigable fong, 0°ng. 
>fa Like a fvooln Flood from fteep mountains pours a- 
pff The Ocean meets with fuch a voice f noife. 
From his enlarg'd mouth , as drowns the Ocean 

: 

a. • ■'■ . 

J So Pindar does new words and figures roul 
Down his impetuous Dithyrambique tide, 

Which in no Channel daigns € abide. 

Which neither banks noxdikes controul, 

Whether th - immortal Gods he fings 

In a no lefs immortal ftrain, 
Or the great a&s of God* defended Kings, 
Who in his numbers ftill furvive and raign. 
» Each rich embroid red /&/<?, 

By his (acred hand is bound 5 
Which their triumphant brows around, 

Does all their ftarry Diadems out-fhine. 
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■ 

Whether at Pifas race he pleafe 
To carve in Polijht verfe, the Conquerors Images, 
Whether the fwift, the skilful, or the ftrong, 
Be crown cl in his nimblcartful vigrous long, 
Whether fbme br^ve young mans untimely Fate, 
In words worth dying for, he celebrate 5 

Such mournful, and fuch pleafing words, 
As joy to his Mothers , and his Miftrefi grief af- 

He bids him live, and grow in fame, (fords. 

Among the Si *rs he (ticks his name 5 
The Grave can but *he drbfe of him devour, 
So fmall is Deaths, fo great the Poets power. - 

Lo, how the obfequious wind and fwelling air f 
The Theban Swan does upwards bear 

Into the v/elks of Clouds; where he does play, 
' And with extended wings opens his liquid way : 
Whilft, alas, my timorous Mule, 
Unambitious tradis purfues, 
Does with weak unballaft wings, 
About the maffie Brooks and Springs, 
About the trees new bloffom'd heads, 
About the Gardens painted beds, 

About the Fields and flowry Meads, 

And all inferiour beauteous things, 
Like the laborious Bee, 
For little drops of honey flee 5 f ftry 

And there with humble fweets, contents her indu 
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Ode III. By Sir R.F.'. 
To MELPOMENE. 

That be is born to Poetry , and by the benefit thereof, 
hath obtained immortality and glory. 

\ T 7 Horn thou Melpomene 
y V Haft fmil'd on in his infancy, 
Him neither Ijihrninn game 

Shall ever for a wreftler fame • 
Nor ftout Olympcki fteeds 

Vi&orious draw 5 nor martial deeds 
Shew to the Capitol 

A Laurel-crowned General .1 
For taming Kings : but floods 

Which wa(h rich Tybur, and green woods 
Their buftiy locks grown Icing, 

Make big with an Molian fong, 
Queen Rome hath noted me • 

Of her own faqred Quire to be, 
Where fweet-tongu'd Poets fing 5 

And now I fear not envies fting. 
O Muje ! whofe fugar'd words 

Are married to the golden Chords : 
Who, if thou touch their tongues, 

Giv ft to mute Fifties Swan-like fongs ; 
Tis (all) thy Boon, that I 

Am pointed at as I pafi by 
Rome* Lyric: thine it is, 

I live, and pleafe, if I do this; 

• Ode 
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/Ode IV. BySirJJ.iT, 

He celebrates the ViUories of Drufus Nero (who wm 
Son-in-law to Auguftus Caefar) over the Rhaeti- 
ans and Vindelicians. Alfo commemorates certain 

valiant deeds of Claudius Nero* 

J 

V 

AS th* Armour-bearer of great Jove 
(Made King of all that foars above, 
For ftealing him from Troy 
The * yellow treffed Boy) * Ganymed. 

Youth whilom and his Native courage 
Drew from his neft e re he could forage: 
And now foft winds, being fair, 
Teaqfr him to form i'tfc' air 

Unwonted fteps Anon more bold 
With hoftile force affaults a fold 5 
Refifting Snakes anon 
For fight and prey fets on : 

Or fych as Kids a Lion view 
From tawny mother weaned new, 
Ready in pafturesfweet 
To hanfel his firft teeth : 

Such Rhstians did behold and flic 
Drtijus beneath the Alps, whQ why 
They carry at their backs 
An Amazonian Ax, 

I lift not to determine here : 
Perhaps nor can. But this is clear, 
Their long vidorious bands 
Subdu d by a Boy's hands, 

4 Fell 
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Felt what a mind right got, and true- 
Bred under lucky roofs could do, 
What Cajar's fatherly- 
Care of the Clandii. 
.A valiant man gets men of foirit 5 



fathers minds inherit 5 
Nor doth the bird of Jove 

Get a degenerous Dove. 

But learning inward ftrength thrufts forth 
And Princely breeding confirms worth : ' 
Still where good Precepts want, v 
Good Plants turn recreant. 

What unto Nero's, Rome thou ow'ft 
Speak Alps, and Afdrubah red Ghoft, 
And that bright day to thee 
The black Clouds made to flee : 

Thefirft, fince the dire African 
Through the Italian Cities ran 
Like fire through Piny woods, 
Or ftorms on Tufcan Floods. 

Thenceforth thy youth with profperous pains 
Shi grew 3 and thy religious fanes, r 
Sackt by the Punic k Sword, 

Had their chas'd Gods reftor'd ; 

And per ju r'd Hannibal gan fay 
At length 3 Poor Sheep ("of Wolves the prey") 
We worry, whomtoflie * 3J 

Were a great Vi&ory. 

a Ifc N f ior ^ L^ at throu 8 h flames of 5>er, 

And Tyrrhene billows did convoy 

Babes, and hoar 
>ires, to th' Anfonian Ihore, 

Like 
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Like a dark Oak on the rich top 
Of Algidum, which Hatchers lop, 
Grows by its lofs, and takes 
Strength from the very axe. 

Not mangled Hydra more increaft ; . 
Under Abides, nor that beaft * , % 
Jajon, orhefubdu'd 
pf Thebes, more lives renewed. 

Plunge them i'th' Sea 5 they fwim frefti out : , 
Foil them, with double force they'l rout 
The Conqueror : and fight 
As in a Miftrefs fight. % - * 

Now (hall* I fend no more proud Pofts 
To joyful Carthage. Loft, O ! loft's, 
Now Afdrubal'is (lain, 1 i 

The glory of our name. 1 
What is't but Nero's caneffed > 
Whom Heavens with profperous Stars protect. 
And their own prudent care 
Clews through the Maze of War. f 




Ode V. By Sir R. F. 
To AUPUSTUS. 

That he would at length return to the City. Defcriba 
the peace and happinejs which Italy enjoyed under 
his Government. f 

h 

HEavens choiceft gift, Rome's greateft ftay, J 
Now thou art too too long away : r 
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The holy Senate urge thy word 

For foon return, return. Afford, 
Like day, thy prefence : like the Spring 
Give a new life to every thing : 
The firft, good Prince, our riight will chafe, 

The lecond will prolong our days. 
As a fond mother for her fon, 

Whom, having over Seas been gone 
Above a year, the envious wind 

Keeps back from her embraces kind 
And now (he eyes the Vane, and prays, 
And from the crooked fhore doth gaze .* 
So, with a loyal paffion ftrook, 

The People for their Ufar look. 
For now the Oxen walk in peace : 
Corn, and white innocenfe increale: 
The cleared Main the Sea-men fail : 

Faith promifes,and dares not fail, 
rhe married Bed unfoil'd remains, 

Cuftom and Law preventing ftains.* 
Babes, like the father, praife the Mother : 

PuniftimentisSw/ Twin-brother 
yho fears cold Scythians .<? who the Medes i 
■ierce fons of Germany, who dreads ? 
Vhilft C<efar doth in fafety raign, 

Who is afraid of Wars with Spain i 
-ach man his proper Field doth till 
iod hides the Sun behind his Hill : ' 
^turning then to fup with Glee, 

His fecond courfe is praifing thee, 
or thee he prays, to thee propines, 
bee with his houftiold gods he joy ns, 

* ' As 
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A*, for like reafon, thankful Greece 

Did Cajior and great Hercules. 
Long 1 aft thefe golden Holy-day s ! 
Thus Italy for thy life pi;ay s : 
Sprinkled at night, not chang'd at mor n, 
v ' When to dry labour they return. 




Ode VL 
To Apollo and Diana. 

Argument. 
He doth in Secularian verfi 
Phoebus , and Dian V jpnri/e rehearfe. 

GOD, whofe revenge for boafts, the crew 
From Niobe fprung, and Tityus knew, 
And great Achilles who di&Troy 

Almoft deftroy. 
The greateft Souldier's not likg thee 7 
Though Sea-bred Thetis fon he be, 
Who did with dreadful Javelin make 

Troys Turrets (hake* 
No Pine with keen-edgd axe hewn down, 
Nor Cyprefs with Eaftsblafts o rethrown, 
So amply fell, his Carcals found 

On Trojan ground. 
He ner (as fruity in Horfe compiled 
For Pallas (acrificej beguil'd 
Ill-idling Troy^ and Priams Court, 

With dancing (port 
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But publicity in frames had flung 
("O dire !) each" Grecian infant young, 
Yea formlefs Embryos not yet come • 

From Mothers womb 
Had not thy own, and Venus Prayer 
Prevail'd with father Jove, to rear 
Walls for JEneas toyle, of Irate, 

And better fate. 
O Phcebus flirill Thalias theam, 
Who lav'dft thy locks in Xanthus ftream, 
Protect the honour'd Daunian Mule, 

Smooth Agyeus. 
Twas Pheebus gave thee wit, and art, 
And name of Poet did impart, 
Ye nobleft Maids, and Youths of high- 

Born anceftry j 
Ye guarded in Dianas bounds, 
Whofe Bow fwift Stags, and Lynces wounds, 
My Ltskian meafures Patron ftand, 

And guide my hand 
Chauntiag fas of old) Dianas Sun, 
And the ft ill 1 ight-augmenting Moon,' 
Fructiferous, makjng Months to hie 

On fpeedily. 
Now wed, thou'ft fay : I, who each Verfe 
5/ Horace kgevp, did Lays reherle 
lb th' Gods, when ev'ry age in ufe 

Did feafts reduce. 
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Ode VII. By Sir R. P. 

Tv L. Manlius Torquatus. 

Propoftng the arrival of the Springy and the equal nt- 
cejfity to all Men of dying, mthont hopes of living 
again , and ptopofing likewife the change and vi- 
cijfitude of all things > he invites to lead a merry 
and plea fant life. 

THE fnotes are thaw'd, now grafs new cloaths 
And trees new hair thruft forth, (the earth, 
The feafon's chang'd , and brooks latefwojn with 
Their proper banks contain (rain, 
Nymphs with the Graces Uuk$ dare dance around 

Nakgd upon the ground. 
That thou muft die, thenar and hours fay 

Which draw the winged day. 
Firft Spring, then Summer, that away doth chafe, 

And muft it felf give place 
To Apple-bearing Autumn , and that paft, 4 

Dull Winter comes at laft. 
But the decays of time, Time doth repair : 

When we once plunged are 
Where good Mneas, with rich Ancus wades, 

Allies we are, and (hades. 
Who hpovps if Jove unto thy life's paft (core 

Will add one morning more ? 
When thou art dead, and Rhadamantbu s juft 

Sentence hath fpoke thee duft, 
Thy blood, nor eloquence can ranfom thee, • 
No nor thy piety. 

i For 
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For chart Hyppohtusm Stygian night 

Diana cannot light : 
Nor Thefeus break with all his vertuou$ pains* 

His dear Perithons chains* 



A Paraphrase on the fane Ode. 

THE Snow is gone, the grafs returns. 
To Fields; the Peruques to the Trees* 
Earth plays with her varieties. 
Each River in Confumption mourns, 
And humbly glides beneath her bourns, 

Contained within her banks degrees. 
The naked Graces lead the dance, 

With whom the Nymphs in meafures move* 
The Aiding years our hopes reprove s 
Which to Eternity advance, 
And the fwift hours their fpeed inhance, 
. The day by (hatches to remove. 
Soft Weftern gales allay the cold, 
On the Springs heels the Summer treads, 
Itfelf then toMeftru&ion leads. 
Where Autumn does her fruits unfold, 

Strait comes the Winter ftiff and cold, 
And life with lazy humor deads. 
Yet Moons may wane, and foon increafe. 

But when once we thither go, 
Where wealthy men and worthy too, 

Muft all lay down their heads at lafl^ 
When their needlefs toils are pa ft, 
To duft and ghoft w r e vanifti all 5 

L Who 
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Who knows that thofe great powers on high, ^ 
The prelentfumof thefe our days, 
Will by to morrows reckoning raife } : 

Our heirs as well as wc muft die, 

And from our clutcht hands all will flie, 
Which our kind will to them conveys. 

That once among the dead thou be, 
And the juft Judge do fentence give, 
In glorious ftate on all that live : 

Thee no extra&ion thence (hall free, 

No Eloquence, no Piety, 

Thy life recover, or reprieve. 

No Father can, though much he mourn, 
From the dark vale of (hade beneath * 
Reftore his guiltlefs Babe to breath 3 

Nor friend can make his friend return, 
When once imprifon'd in his Urn, 
From cold forgetfulnefs and death. 



Ode VIII. By Sir R. F. 

* 

To Marianus Cenforfhus. 

* 

That there is nothing which can make men more int- 
. mortal, than the Virjes of Poets. 

"fc Jl Y friends, I would accommodate 
IV I With goblets, Grecian tripods, Plate 
Of Corinth-Rrafs : and, Cenjbrine, 
Theworft of thefe (hould not be thine: 
That is to fay, if I were rich 
In thofe fame antick pieces, which 

Parrfo 



Digitized by Googl 



1 

l 




WrhafiHs and Scopas fame 5 
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He skill'd to paint, in ftoneto frame 
This, now a God, a Mortal now. 
But I have not the means 5 nor thoit 
A mind, or purfe, that wants fuch knacks. 
Verfe thoa doft love. Thou (bait cot lack 
For Verfe. And hear me what 'tis worth. 
Not infer ib'd Marbles planted forth 
To publick view, which give new 
To great and good men after death : 
Not the fwtft flight of Hannibal, 
And his threats turn'd to his own wall : 
Not perjur d Carthage wrapt in flame, 
By which young Scipio brought a name 
From conquer'd Africkj: fpeakshispraife 
So loud as the Pierian Lays. 
Nor, were Books filenc'd, could'ft thou gain 
The<3uerdon of thy vertuous pain. 
W hat had become of Mas child 
She bare to Mir/, had darknefs veiTd 
The meritsof our Romulus $ 
From Stygian waters JEacus, 
Vertue and fav'ring verfe afloils, 
And conlecrates to the bleft Ifles : 
A man that hath deferv'd t'have praife, 
The Mufe embalms } She keeps Heavens Keys. 
Thus Hercules (his labours paft) 
With Jupiter takes wi(ht repaft : 
The fons of Leda Stars are made, 
And give the finking Seaman aid 5 
God Bacchus, crowned with Vine*kaVe5, 
His drooping Votaries relieve*. 
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Ode IX. BySirK.F. * * : 

2* LOLLIO. 

■ 

T£<tf Writings Jhould never perijh : Vertue without 
the help of Verfes is Jtttried in oblivion. That he 
will ftng LollioV praifcs, whofe vertue he now slfo 
celebrates. 

LEft thou (bould'ft think the words which I 
(By founding Auftd born)-compile 
To marry with the Lute b* a skill 
Never before reveal. 'd, (hall die: 

Though Homer lead the Van, theMufe 
Of Pindar, nor Alc£ut heights, 
Grave Stefichore, nor C<eau fighs, 
Are filene'd, or worn out of ufe. ' 





• 


1 




1 





Hath time defacd : Love lights his fire 
And with his Quiver wears the Lyre 
Of the yet frefti Molian Maid. 

Helen was not the only (he, 
A curled-Gallant did inflame, 
The fplendor oF his Royal train, 
And Gold and Pearls embroyderie. 

Nor Teucer firft that drew a ftrong 
Cydonian bow. Trojans had fought 
Before: nor that age only wrought 
Deeds worthy of the Mufes fong. 

Nor valiant HeSor, and the brave 
Deiphob, were the only men . 



Re- 
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Receivcl deep wounds upon them then, 
Their children and chafte wives to fave : 

Men (lafh'd ere Dhmed was made ; 
But all are in oblivion drown'd, 
And putunmourn d Into the ground, , 
For lack of (acred Poets aid, 

Vertue that's buried, and dead Sloth, 
Differ not much. Un-underftood 
Thou (halt not die ; nor fo much good 
As thou baji a&ed feed the Moth. 

Lollio, thou art a man haft skill 
To fathom things : that being truf. 
In either Fortune, could'ft abide 
In both upright, and Lollio ftill. 

Of covetous fraud a fcourge fevere : 
On whom the all-attra&ing Gold 
Conld with its Tenters ne*r take hold : 
Nor Conful of one year. When e're > 

A vtrtuom Magijirate, and true, 
Shall call good, gain, bid Bribes avaunt 5 
Upon Oppofers bellies plant 
His conqu ring Flags 5 Lollio, that's you. 

He is not happy that hath much : 
But whofocan his mind di(pofe 
To ufe aright what Heaven beftows, 
He juftly is accounted fuch : 

If he know how hard want to bear : 
And fear a crime, more than his end 3 
If for his Country, or his Friend 
To ftake his life he doth not fear. 
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Ode X. By T. F. Parafhrafed. 



To Ligurinus, a beauteous Tenth. 

TIS true, thou yet art fair (my Lignrine} 
No down as yet environs cheek, or chin : 
But when thofe hairs which now do flow,{haIl fall, 
And when thy RoGe cheeks turn wan and pale : 
When in thy Glafs another Lignrwe thou 
Shalt fpy, and fcarce thy bearded felt (halt know; 
Then thou (defjpis'd) (baU fimg this piteous Song j 
Why am I old ? or why was ever young? 



A ParaphrafioH the fam Ode, by R. N. 

FOnd Lad, who in thy youthful Bloom 
Ne re think'ft upon old Age to come, 
When thy fair Locks (hall be all gray, 
Or^what is worfe) £juite fain away. 
Thy Face, now dyed with white and rcd^ 
Be with a griUy Beard d re-fpread. 
When this thou feeft, thou It cry, alas, 
How much Ym chafig'd from what I was > (v#nj 
And wiftithou hadftbeen old, when yoUng, hi 
Or being now old, ccrald'ft but be young again. 
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Ode XI. By T. F. ParaphrafeJ. 

To PHILLIS. 

COrae Pbitiis, gentle PA;7/// ! prithee come, 
I have a Glafs of rich old Wine at home, 
And in my Garden curious Flowers do grow, 

That languid] to adorn thy brow. 
The Ivy, and the yellow Crowfoot there 
With verdant Chaplets v/ait to braid thy hair 5 * 
Withfilver Goblets all my houfedoes (hine, 

And Vervain round my Altar twine, 
On which the beft of all my flock (hall bleed 5 
Come, and oMerve with what officious fpeed 
Each Lad, and Lafs of all my houfe attends 

Till to my roof the fmoke afcends. 
If thou would'ft know why thou muft be toy 
I tell thee 'tis to celebrate a Feaft, • (gueft, 
The Ides of April, which have ever been 

Devoted to the Cyprian Queen : 
A day more focred, and more fit for mirth 
Than that which gave me(worthlefc mortal)birth: . j 
For on that day Mectnas firft faw lighr, 

Born for our wonder, arid delight. 
My Phillis, fince thy years come on apace, \ 
Subftitute me in Tekphus his place, 
He s now imploy'd by one more rich, more fair, 

And proudly does her (hackles wear. 
Remember what became of Phatton 3 . 
Remember what befel Belhrophon^ 
That by Ambition from his Fathers Throne, » \ 

And this, by Pegafus thrown down. I 

L 4 Con? 
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Content thy (elf with what is fit for thee, 
Happy that couple that in years agree! 
Shun others, and accent my parity, 

And I will end my Loves with thee. 
Thou art the laft whom I intend to court, 
Come then } and (to prepare thee for the fport) 
^earn Prick-fbng, and my merry Odes reherfe, 

Many a Care is charm'd by Verfe. 



Ode XII. BySirr.H. 
To VIRGIL. 

He defcribeth the approach of the Spring , and favi- 
teth Virgil to a Banquet under condition. 

SOuth Winds, the Spring attending ftilJ, 
Now Seas becalm, and Sails do fill 3 
Now Frofts make not the Meadows hoar, 1 . 
Nor Winter Snow, fwoln Rivers roar, ! 
The lucklefs Bird her ncft doth frame, 
Bewailing Itys, and the fhame 
OF Cecrops houfe, and that fo ill, 
On Kings rude Iuft, (he wrought hjer will; 
The Shepherds of rich Flocks reherfe, 
.And to their Pipes chaunt rural Verfe ; 
Seeking his Godhead to appeafe, 
Whom Flocks and Hills Arcadian pleafc. 
Tin ie times do ♦hirfty feafons fend, 
But if thou (Virgil C<efar$ friend 
Calenian Wines defir'ffc to try, 
To me with fragrant Unguents hie, . 
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And purchafe with a little Box, 
Wine, which Sulptius fafely locks, 
New hopes moft pow'rful to create. 
And bitter cares to diffipate : 
To which content if thou agree, 
Stay not, but quickly come to me : 
He not (free coft) my cups caroufe, 
As rich men in a plenteous houfc. 
Then leave delays, and gain's defire, 
And mindful of black Funeral fire, 
M Short folly mix with Counfelsbeft, 
u Tis fweetfometime to be in jeft. 




Ode XIII. By Sir T.H. 

Againft LYCE. 

. — 

Who being old , is become a [corn to young men. 

THE Gods have (Lyce) heard my vow, 
My vow is heard, Th art old, yet thou 
Fain wbuld'ft (forfooth) be counted fair, 
And quaff, and wanton with the air : 
And (drunk) with trembling voice invite 
Slow Cupid, who takes more delight, 
On Chias rofie cheeks to ftay, 
Youthful, and skill'd in Muficks lay. 
He reftlefs with fwift motion flies 
From wither'd Oakj, and from thee hies, 
Whom rotten teeth, and wrinkled face, 
And head of fnowy hair diferace. 
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Nor can bright Coan Purples ufe, 

Or brighteft gems the time reduce* 

Which once iwift-winged age hath clos'd, 

In publick Calenders difpo&d. 

Where is thy beauty fled ? Ay me ! 

Thy colour f refh, and motion free > 

What haft thou left of that, entire, 

Which earft enkindled am'rous fire } 

And me did from my felf divert $ 

Next CyttaraS) thou happy wert, 

For pleating beauty and fweet grace, 

Difcover'd in a lovely face. 

But Fates to Cynwas did ow 

Short life, and Lyce like the Crow, 

They here fui vrving kwagei hold,, 

That youth inflamed may behold, 

Not without laughter and much (corn, 

A burning Torch to afhes worn. 1 I 

» ' ■ ... ii 

1 • 

1 

A Parafhrafe en the fme Ode, By W. C. 

MY Prayers are heard, O Lyce, now 5 (thou 
They reheard : Years write theeagd , yet 
Youthful, and green in will, 
Putt'ft in for hand&me ftilli 
And (hamelefs do'ft intrude among 
The feafts and fpor tings of the young. 
There (bam'd with Wine thy ragged throat j 
To Cupid (hakes fome feeble note, 
To move unwilling fires, 
And crofs our long'd de(kes, 

':• ' ♦ . *Yhen 
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When he (till awakes in Chios face, 
Chit that's frefh and fings with grace : 
For he (choiceGod)dothinhis flight 
Skip faplefs Okgs r and will not light 
Upon thy cheeks or brow, 
Became deep wrinkles now, 
Gray hairs, and teeth decay JJ, and worn, 
Prefent thee foul, and fit for fcorn. 
Whither is now that foftnefs flown ? 
Whither that blufh, that motion gone > 
Alas! what now in thee 
Is left of all that (he ? 
That (he that loves did breath and deal, 
That Horace from himfelf did fteal. 
Thou wert awhile thecried-up face 
Of taking arts and catching grace, 
My Cynara being dead $ 
But my fair Cjnara's thread 
Fates broke, intending thine to draw, 
Till jfaou confefs with th' aged Daw, 
That thofe young Lovers, once thy' prey, 
Thy zealous eager Servants may 
Make thee their common fport, 
And to thy houfe refort, 
To fee a Torch that proudly burn cl, 
Now into colder afhes turn'd. 
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Ode XIV. By Sir T. H. 
To AUGUSTUS. 

< 

Honours cannot be given to Auguftus by the Senate 
and People tf/R,ome , which may be equivalent to 
his Yertuts. ■ % 

T ¥ 7 Hat care of Senators, or Roman ftate 
V V May with full Honoumneed^erpetuate 
Thee (C<ejar) gra v'd on Statues, or comprize 
Thy vertues in Romes annual memories ? 
( O thou of Princes mightieft) where his rays, 1 
The Sun o'rehabitable Climes difplays 5 
Who Vandals, ignorant of Latian rites, 
Haft (lately) taught the worth in Martial fights : 
For Drufus with thy Souldiers hath fubdu'd 
Swift-footed Brcnnians, and Genaunians rude : 3 
Yea Forts on Alpine Mountains dreadful grown, 
Hath more than once (victorious J overthrown. 
Then did the elder Nero battel wage, \ 
And with fuccef9 repel the Rhetians rage. 
Admire! in fight by all, what (laughters he 
Made, where they vow'd to die for liberty, $ 
As when South-winds on furly billows ride, 
Wk\\ftfhov?ry Pleidde* the clouds divide, 9 N 
He breaking Hoftile Squadrons, with full fpeed 
R uflh'd through the thicfyjl Troops with fiery fteed: 
Or as bi-forked Aufidus, amain 
Runs bellowing forth along th* Apulian plain, 
When he with rage, and fwelling Floods abounds, j 
"threatning a Deluge to the tilled grounds 3 |f ( 
: . On, 
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On, CUnAiu* % with vaft force impetuous goes, 
Beating down armed tanks of barb'rous foes 5 
And with them all cut off, the Earth he ftrews, 
Yet f Vi&orJ his whole Hoft in fafety views : 
Thou force Applying, Counfels to dired, 
And the Gods made propitious, to protedh 
For on the day when Alexandria's Port 
To thee did fuppliant yield,with th' empty Court, 
Fortune, that day, three luftres fully fpent, 
Gave to thy crowned battels good event, 
Acquir'd thee praife, and wifhed honour won, 
Thofe Martial feats of Warfare being done. 
Cantabrians which before yoke never knew 9 
The Indian^ Mede, and wand'ring Scythian crew, 
With admiration (truck do gaze on thee, 
(The preftnt weal of Rome and Italy : ) 
JEgyptian Nilw, taught his fource to hide, 
Jjfifcr, and Tygris ftreams that fwiftly glide, 
The Monfter-breeding Ocean, who doth rore, 
To the far diftant banks o'th* Britifi (bore, 
TheGWx, who fear not death 3 yea barren land ] 
Of ftout Iberian clime, (erve thy Command : 
Sicambrians , vow'd in (laughter to delight, - 
Lay weapons down, adore, sn<\ will not fight. 

1 ■ ■ 1 — ~ 

■ 

> OdeXV. BySirr.H. 

* ■ 

Thefraifeof AUGUSTUS. 

MY Mufe by Phebus was rebuk'd of late 
For finging Wars,and vanquifh'd Cities fate: 
: Like 
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Like thofe who in the Tyrrhene Oceans rage, 
Do little fails advance. (Gf/ir) thy age 
Affordeth plenteous fruits unto the fields, 
And to Joves Capitol our Enfigns yields 
From Parthian Pillars (hatch cl, and after jars 
Hath doled Janus Temple, free from wars ; 
Confufion hath with order re&ifi'd, 
A nd wandring liberty, with fetters ty f d : 
Hath ancient Arts recall'd 5 by which 'tis known 
Hefierias ftrength, and Latine name hath grown : 
Imperial pomp nath fpread, and glory won, 
Stretch cl from the riling to the fetting Sun. 
While C<efar is our Guardian, civil War, 
Nor violence, our peaceful reft (ball marre 5 
Not anger,which Swords (harp neth,& confounds 
Cities, unhappy made with mutual wounds : 
Nor they, for thirft, that drink in Ijler deep, 
Shall once refufe the Julian laws to keep : 
Not Seres, faithlels Persians, nor the Getes, 
Nor thofe, who near to Tanais have their feats. 
And we on Holy-eves, and Holy-days, 
Amongft free Cups to merry Bacchus praife 5 
With wife and children ftanding in our fight, 
(Firft Gods invoking with religious rite; 
Will gladly, as our Grandfires did,reherfe, 
(And tuning Lydian Pipe to various verfe) 
Heroick Captains, Troy, Anchifes gone, 
And brave JEneas, Cytkeraas fon. 

■* 

The end of the Odea 



Epodes. 

1 
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E P ode I. By Sir £. F. 
To M^CENAS. 

* 

He offers himfelf to accompany Mafoenas^onag to the 
War of A&ium, not for any help he can bringbh* 
by his prefence, but becaufe being prejent he flail 
have kfs apprehenfwns for him, 

THou go'ft now our Fleets General, 
Our Fleet, the Empires wall : 
To take thy Sov'raigns clanger, preft 

Upon thy willing breft. 
I, to whom life in thine is fweet, 

But bitter without it, 
Shall I(though bid) mine eafe purfue 

(Noeafe if wanting you) 
Or elfe with courage mafculine 

Make one in the defign ? 
I will ; and thee o're Alpes I'le follow, 

Through Lands unfeen \> ApoUo. 5 
And to the far theft Wcftern part. 
With an undaunted heart. 

Thou 
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Thou't ask, whatferves my going for, 

Weak, and unapt for War ? 
I (hall fear left, if I be there 5 

Abfence augmenteth fear. 
So Birds, divorc'd from their raw young, 

Fear more the Snakes fork cl tongue : 
Whereas (alasj if they had ftaid, 

They could have lent no aid. 
This and all warfares Tde embrace, 

Only to gain thy grace : 
Not that my galling ploughs may vex 

A hundred Oxens necks : 
Nor that my flocks when the Dog raigns, 

For Hills may change the Plains : 
Nor that my In-land Seat may reach 

To the far diftant Beach. s 
Thy bounty hath o're-flow'd my meafure 3 . 

T would not mals up Trealure I 
To bury with the Mifers care, 

Or fquander like his heir. 



E P o D E II. By Sir R. F. 

* * * 

He comprehends in this Ode divers praifes of aCoun- 
try life : Commending it chiefly from the tranquil- 
lity and frugality thereof. 

HAppy is he, that free from mental toil, ( foil 
Like the old Mortals, ploughs his Native 
With his own Oxen 5 out of debt : Nor leads 
A Souldiers life, ftill in alarms 5 nor dreads ] 

TO 
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Th' /enraged Sea : and flies at any rate (Great. 
. From Law-fuits, and the proud porch of the 
What does he then ? He, lofty Poplars joyns 

• Unto adult and marriageable Vines ; 
And the wild branches with his Siclile lopt, 

Doth better children in their rooms adopt > 
Or in a hollow valley, from above, 

Behold his lowing herds iecuvely rove 5 
Or, his beft Honey, which hemeans to keep, 

Puts in clean pots : or (hears his tender fheep. 
Or when plump Autumn fhews his bending bead 

With mellow Apples beautifully red, 
With what a guft his grafted Pears he pulls $ 

And Grapes, the poor mans Purple ! whence he 
The faireft, for thee Prtap 3 and for thee (culls 

Sylvan^, Guardian of his husbandry. 
Under an aged Oak he loves to pa ft 

The hears 5 or lolling on the matted grafs. 
Between deep banks a River rowls the while 5 

The Birds they prattle to the Trees that fmilej 
A purling Brook runs chiding all the way, 

Which gentle (lumbers to his eyes convey. 
But when rough Winter thundringcomes,to throw 

The treafures open of the Rain and Snow 5 
Either with Dogs, behind him and before 

He drives into his toils the tusked Boar 5 
Or fpreads his thinner Nets befide (ome bufh, 

An ambufcado for the greedy Thrufh, \ 
And (dear delights ) inveigles in his fnare 

't he Traveller* Woodcoc\2Xi& the Coward-H^re, 
Who at thefe (po* ts, evades not all thofe darts, 

With which loofeloveaflaults our vacant hearts; 

M But 
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• 

But if a vertuous Wife, that- bears fweet fruit* 

Yearly to one, and guides the houfe to boot : 
(Such as the Sabine^ot the Sun-burnt froe 

Of him,that was chofe Conful from the Plough) 
Build of old logs,'gainft her good man comes home 

Weary, a fire as high as half the room 5 
And (hutting in knit hurdles the glad beafts, 

With her own hand unlade their fwagging breads, 
And drawing this years Wine from the fweet Butt, 

Dainties unbought upon the Table put 5 
Your Lucrint Oy fters cannot pleafe me more, 

Nor a frefti Sturgeon frighted to our (horc, 
Nor any rarer fifh. No Pheafant Hen, 

Or Quail,go down my throat more (avory,then 
An Olive, gather'd from the fatteft bough : 

Cool Endive, wholefom Mallows 5 or allow 
A Lamb upon fome mighty Feftival 5 

Qr Kid from the Wolfs yKm$bat*s worth them all, 
Armdft thefe feafts, how fweet 'tis to behold 

The well-fed Sheep run wadling to their fold ? 
To fee the wearied Oxe come trailing back 

Th a inverted Plough upon his drooping neck 5 
And the Plough-boys (the fwarm that makes us 
thrive J 

Surround the (himng Hearth, content and I 
All this the Us'rer Alpheus having fed, 

Refolv'd (what elfe *?) a Country life to lead 5 
At Michaelmas calls all his Moneys in, 

But at Onr Lady puts them out agin. 



•1 



A Pan- 
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• ► 

A Pardphraje on the fame. 

f 

THat man is bleft, who void of care, 
(As oqcethe Primitive Mortals were 
With'sOxen ploughs his Fathers land, 
Freed from the Ufurers griping hand : 
He's neither mov'd at Trumpets call, 
Nor dreads the threatning Waves at all ; 
Hefhuns the place where Lawyers prate, 
And comes not at the Great mans gate. 
Then either he together twines, 
The lofty Poplars and the Vines, 
And lopping off the ufelels Wood, 
Makes up the breach with branches good, 
Or in fome twilling vale his eyen 
Do view the wandring herds of Kine } 
Or pots his Honey, ftrain'd to keep, 
Or (hears the wool oPs tender Sheep 5 
Or when Mtumnm from the ground 
Hasheav'd his head with Apples crown d ! 
How crops hp pears, and Crapes that vie 
With Purple \ (elf for noble Dye : 
Which fhould be thine Priapus, and 
Thine Sylvan^ Guardian of his land. 
The rooted graft now bears each limb, 
Then th' antient Ilex covers him, 
Mean while the falling waters ringj 
And Birds unto that Mufidk fing > 
The Springs fuch pleafant murmurs keep, 
As feem t invite to gentle deep 5 

" # M 2 
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But when Joves Winter Quarter brings 
Deep Snows, and Showers, thefe cruel things 
He either drives the fwift-foot Bores 
With Dogs to th' nets deceitful doors, : 
Or with his fork fpreads a flight Gin 
To trap the warbling Thrufhes in. 
Or ftrives for the delicious prey 
Of Hares, or Cranes, or fuch as they. 

None of thefe cares can here be found, 
With w.hich our City lives abound ; 
But if my. chaft: Wife joyntly do 
Her part forth' houfe, and children too, 
Such as Sabina, or fuch as 1 
Apdius Sun-burnt Confort was 3 
With old Logs if (he raife on high 
A fire againft her Husband's nigh, 
And hurdling up the Ews in Pen, 
Empty their well-fill'd dugs agen : - 
If (he provide with this years Wine, ' 
And home-fpun fare wherewith to dine. 
For taurine Shell- fi(h I don't care, 
Nor piize the Rhombus or the Scare: 
If any fuch a ftorm our friend, - • 
Thund'ring upon the Seas, does fend, 
A Turkey-cock won't down with me, 
Nor can the Jovian Moor-hens be 
More toothfome than the Olive-tree 3 
Nor more does pkafe my honeft pal at 
Than M illows, or green Sorrel-lallat 3 
Or Lamb that's (lain at Terrains feaft, 
Or Rid fnatcht from a ra v'nous beaft. 
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Amidft this food, Vis great delight - 

To fee th* full Sheep pad home at 'night, 

To fee the bellowing Oxen bring, 

The leveird Plough e ne langui(hing : - 

Laftly, the men, that fwarming quire, 

Plac d round about the (hining fire. ^ - 

When Alpheus thus his Speech had done, 
Vowing to turn a Country-man, 
That Quarter took his Money in, 
Next (wifely) put it out agen. , 



Epode III. By 7". F. Paraphrafed. 
To M^CENAS. . 

* 

- 

• * 

I N time to come, if fuch a crime (hould be 

1 As Parricide, f foul villany !) 

A Clove of Garlick would revenge that evil $ 

(Rare difh for Plough-men, or the Devil !) 
Accurfed root! how does it jounce and claw ! 

It works like Rats-bane in my maw. 
What witch contriv'd this ftrat'gem for my breath! 

Poifon'd at once, and ftunk to death 5 
With this vile juyce Medta (lure) did noint 

Jaftm (her Love J in every joynt 3 
When untam'd Bulls in yokes he led along, 

This made his manhood fmell fo ftrong : 
This gave her Dragon venom to his fting, 

And fet the Hagg upon the wing. 
I burn, I parch, as dry as duft I am, 

Such drought on PuglU never came. 

M 3 / Ahides 
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Abides could not bear fo much as I, 

He oft was wet, but never dry. 
Mtcctia* ! do but tarte of your own Treat, 

And what you gaveyour Poet, eat j 
Then go to bed, and court your Miftreft there, 

She'l never kifs you I dare fwear. 

— • 

. Epode IV. By Sir R. F. 
To Volteius Mena, PompeyV freed-man. 

THat difaccord between us two I find, 
Which Natures law hath Lambs and Wolves 

disjoyn'd. 

. (O thou, whole fides with Spanish whips are torn, 
And galled legs with ftubborn fetters worn.J 
Though,proud of n?e*/f^thou Walk with pompous 
" Fortune corre&eth not ignoble race, (p ace > 
Seeft not when to the Capitol through the Town, 
Thou fblk'ft along clad hi thy Six-ell-Gown, 
How Indignation, Iimitlefs and free 
Of paflers to and fro refle&s on thee ? 
He, who was carft with Triumvirs fmart blows, 
Lafh'd nil the loathing Beadle weary grows 5 
A thqufand ploughcl Fdlernian Acres brags, 
And treads the Appian way with Well-pac d flags, 
And on chief Benches fitteth fin defpight 
Of Qtkos law) a mort accomphftfd Knight! 
What needs great C<cjar then to go about 
So many goodly Ships to furnifti out 
■Gaihrt wretched Pyrates, and the fla vifh band, 
This , this man dignify 'd with prime command ! 

■ ' Epode 

M * * 
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* 

Epo d e V. By Sir T.H. 



Anobh youth, whom Canidia, and other Wttcheshad 
(loin and fet in the earth up to the chinjurpojwg to 
famijh him, that they might by Art M&cK»*M a 
Love-drink, of his Liver and Mirrote. 

OCod, who e'rein Heaven doft guide 
The earth, and men which here abide, 
What meansthis noife, and why on me, 

Do you all look fo rufully ? 

Ab, for thy Childrens fake forbear, , 

If at fuch Births Lucina were. 
By this vain Purple Robe, I pray, 
By Jove, who will not like your way, 
Why frown you on me, Step-dame like, 
Or beaft,whom eager Hunters ft r ike? 
While here the trembling Lad doth ftay, 

Made to deipoil from rich array 
His tender body (which might force 









IE 



Was with (hort Vipers filletted, 
Commands from Graves, wild Fig-trees torn, 
And Cyprefs, which doth Biers adorn : 
Eggs fteept in Blood of Toads, to bring, 
With feathers from the Scritch-Owls wing$ 
Herbs of lolco's baneful field, 
And poifons, Theffaly doth yield s . 
Bones fnatch'd from jaws ot hungry Bitch, 
To burn with flames of Colchique witch* ; 

M4 Qi? lck 
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Quick who doth waters fling, , 

Fetch'd from Aver mi s loath forae Spring, * 

Bri files her hair, as moody Bore, 

Or the Sea-urchin near the fhore, 

While Vein freeffom all remorfe 

Of horrid deeds, the ground 'gan force 

With ftubborn fpade } and hard (lie fwet 
• That in it the whtlm'd (tripling fct, 

Might twice or thrice a day be ply*d 

With view of Viands,til] he dy'd : 

In which, up to the chin heftood, i 

As they who wade within the flood. 

That his drain d Marrow, Liver dry, 

Her with a Love-drink might fupply ; 

When once his fainting eyes were fpy'd 

To fink at fight of food deny'd. 

Nay eafeful Naples did believe, 

And the near Towns-.folk receive » 

That Folia of Arimnum 

Luftful (wanAike) did thither come : 

Whofe (pells have power fronr Orbs of light, 

The charmed Moon, and Stars to fright, 

Canidia here for fpleen prepared 

With black teeth gnawing nails unpar'd, . 

What mutter'd fhe ? what not ? O ye 

You confeious arbiters with me, 

Night, and Diana Queen of reft", 

Now we perform our dark beheft 

Beprefent here; your anger throw, 
' And powerful Godhead on my foe, 

While a fearful beads clofe covert keep, , 

Charm' d with the eafe of gentle lleep, s 

Let 

v t , 
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Let the Suburrandogs report, 
That all may jeer it, the refort 
Of the old wanton, fleek with Nard } 
Better my hands have ne're prepared. 
How, how ! why do Media's charms 
And deadly drugs caufe greater harms, 
Wherewith (he took revenge at full 
On Crtons daughter, that proud Trull, 
When a Gown dipt in pois nous Bane, 
Turned the gift and Bride to flame? 
But plant nor root in crags conceal'd 
Refts from my notice, unreveal'd : 
Yet Varus , not with love in ure, 
In beds perfumed, fleeps fecure : 
But, ah, he walks, freed by the fpells 
Of fbme, whofe knowledge more excels. 
O Varus^ by ftrange drags, to me 
(Damn'd to endure much mifery) 
Thou (bait return 5 nor thy fick mind 
From Marfan charms ftiall comfort find. 
A ftronger Cup I will devife # 
Fiird for thee, whodo'ft me defpife. 
Heaven (hall below the Sea defcend, 
And o're the Sea the Earth diftend 5 
If thou like pitch in dusky fire 
Confumeft not with my defire. 
The Boy fought them to footh no more 
With gentle words, as heretofore* 
But doubtful what he firft (hould fpeak, 
Thus direfully doth filence break} , : , 
Let Charms and Spells do wh$t they can, 




Fie 
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Fie haunt you ftiil : For fctlcd hate 

No facrifice doth expiate. 

When fore 'd by you ray foul is fled, * 

Tie come a Fury to your bed, 

And a fad Ghoft your faces tear 

(Such power on earth have Spirits here :) 

And as the Night-mare, on your cheft, 

Tie vex, andfeare you from your reft. 

The thronging people in the ftrcet, 

Bafe Hags (hall ftone you, when ye meet : 

Your limbs untomb'd the Wolves (hall tear, 

And Vultures to Efquilie bear: 

Nor (ah) my Parents after me 

Shall fail this fpe&acle to fee. 



E P o d E VI. By T. F. Parapkrafed. 
Jgawjl Caffius Severus,* revileful And wanton Poet. 

THou VUlage^Curr ! why do'ft thou bark at 
A Wolf might come,and go,for thee.(me? 
At me thou opened wide, and think'ft that I 

Will bark with thee for company. 
I'm of another kind, and bravely dare, 

(Like th' MaftifF) watch my flock with care : 
Dare hunt through fnow , and feize that favage 
That might my darling folds moleft : (beaft 
Thou (only in the noife thou mak'ft ) robuft 4 

LeavTtoff the chafe; leap ft at a cruft, 
But have a care ! for if I vent my fpleei^ 
I (for a drift) can make thee grin : 

lie 
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He make thee (if lambicks once I fmg) 
To dye, like Bupalm^ in a firing. 

When any maninfultso'reme, (hall I 
Put finger in mine eye, and cry ? 



Epode VII. BySir£.F. 



To the People of Rome. 

% Execration of the fecond Civil War waged after 
the death of Julius, by Brutus and Caffius on the 
one fide 3 on the other by O&avius, M. Anthony, 
and Lepidus. 



WHy, why your fheath'd Swords drawn 
Whithef rufti ye,impious brood ? (again? 
Have not the earth yet and the main. 

Drunk enough of Latin blood ? 
Not that proud Carthage burnt might be, 

Rival of the Roman State, 
Nor the chaft Miftrefs of the Sea 

Britain, on our Triumphs wait 5 
But that the thing the Parthians crave, 

Rome, may make her fclf away. 
Lions and Wolves this temp'ranfie have, 

On their Kind they will not prey. 
Is t a blind rage, or force more ftrong, 

Or Crime drives you? Speak. They look 
As pale as death, and hold their tongue, 

As their Souls were Planet-ftrook. 
T// fo: dire Fates the Romans haunt, 
And a Fratricidal guilt : 



Since 
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Since blood of Remits innocent, 
On the curfed ground was fpilt. 



EPODE VIII. By T. F. Paraphrafed. 
To an Old Woman courting him. 

TO me thou fuperannuated Bitch ? 
What?muft I fcratch where thou do'ft itch? 
O cole-hole mouth ! with what a comely grace 

Thofe reverend Gutters drain that face ! 
Around her rump, how her lean haunch-bones 
Like Ghofts about the Pit below ! (^ftiow ! 
Thofe freckled brcafts like two Goofe-eggs ap- 
Plump as the Udders of a Mare. (pear, 
Lank is her gut, which Bodkin-thighs fupport, 

Her Legs like Nine-pins, thick, and (hort. 
tBut thou art rich: well — beitfo! and thou 

In Coach, or in Sedan do'ft go : 
Loaded with Jewels, as thou art with years, 

Haft Pearls like Pumpiorts in thine ears. 
Becaufe thou art a Virtuofa too, . 

Thou jhink'ft by that, to make me do. 
No, no, go hire fome Threlher with his Flail 

To fwindge thy old, thy mufty tail : 
Therankeft Ploughman hardly will ^ouchfafe 
Thy feeble Lechery to chafe. 



EPODE 
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Epode IX. By Sir T. H. 

J 

'i 

. To MAECENAS. 



He beforehand feels the contentment he jfcdt take from 
Auguftus his viBory againfc M. Anthony, and 
. Cleopatra. 

, ■ ■ 

WHsn (hall I C^^e Wines, that (lored lie 
For banquets, glad at Cafars vi&ory 
(So Jove will have it) in thy (lately houfe, 
With thee, my dear Maecenas ^ free caroufe > 
Refounding notes that mingle Flutes with Lyre; 
Thk, Dorique, fpeaking joy, that Phrygian^ Ire : 
As when Neptunian Pompey droven, fled 
Tlyough ftraitned Seas, with Navy ruined, (he 
Who Rome had threatned with thofe dhains,which 
Had ta ne from treacherqi^s Servitors, made free. 
The Roman Souldier by a woman ty 3 d 
In flavifh bands,(ah this will be deny'd 
By after times J lugs arms, earth, (lakes, and tent, 
Striving h$r with red Eunuchs to content ; 
Kn&.Ph&bus 'moxigPt their EnSgns doth efpy, 
Her net-like and lafcivious.Canopy. 
But the bold French proclaiming C<efar $ naTfie, 
Thence, with two rhou(arid Mode (b ait hither 
And the fwiftprowefs of, hoftile veflels lie ("came 
Turn'd to the left hand, readv fet to flie. 
O gladfome triumph ! thou retard'ft the drift 
Of golden chariot, and young heifers gift : 
Ogladfoqe { triupph ! from Jugurthian war. (pare ; 
Thou bronglit'ft no Captain might with this com- 

' Nor 
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Nor African, whofenoWe valours praife, 
Did lading monuments o re Carthage raife. 
The foe, by Sea, and Land, now vanquilh'd fearsj 
And a black CalTock for a Purple wears ; 












Or on theQuick-faads with South-billows tofs'd, 
Or the wide Main in danger to be loft. 
Boy, cups bring hither for a larger draught 3 
Let Chian or the Lesbian Grape be fought : 
Or fill Ctcubian Wines without delay, 
Which may a queezy loathing drive away : 
The care, and fear of C<ejars happy ftate, 
Let us with merry Bacchus diffipate. 



EPODE X. By T. F. Parafhrafid. 

». » 
Againft Msctius a Poet. 

AND art thou fhip'd friend Dogrell — get thee 
Thoupeftof Helicon. (gon 
Now for an Hurricane to bang thy fides 

(Curft Wood) in which he rides ! 
An Eaft-wind tear thy Cables, crack thy Oars, 

While every billoWroars. 
With fuch a wind let all the Ocean (well 

As wafted Noll to Hell : 
No friendly Star o're all the Sea appear 

While thou beeft there 3 
Nor kinder deftiny there may 'ft thou meet, 

Than the proud Grecian Fleet, 

-When 

* 

Digitized by GoGgt 



EPODES. 175 

When Pallas did their Admiral deftroy 

Return'd from mind Troy. 
Methinks I fee thy "Mariners faint, and thee 

Look foincwhat fcurvily : 
Thou call'ft on Jove, as if great Jove had time 

To mind thy Grub- fired rhyme, 
When the proud waves their heads to Heav'n do 

H imfelf fcarce free from fear : {rear 
Well ! — If the Gods fhould thy wreckt earcafe 

ToBeafts,orfoulsof th' air, ((hare 
He facrifice to them, that they may know 

I can be civil too. 



< 

E P o D« XI. By T. F. Parapkrafed. 
To Pettius bis Chamhcr-fclloxv. 

AH Pettius I I have done with Poetry, 
I've parted with my liberty, 
For Cupid's flavery. 
(upid that peevifh God has fingled out 
Me, from among the Rhyming rout, 
For Boys, and Girls to flout : 1 
December now has thrice ftript every tree, 
Since bright Inachias tyranny 
Has laid its chains on me. 
Now fie upon me ! all about the Town 
My Mite I treated up an{l down, 
I for a Squire was known. 
Lord what a whelp was I ! to pule and whine, 
To figh, to fob, and to repine ! 
For thy fake (Miftrefs mine I) 

Thou 
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Thou didft ray Ver{e,and thou my Mufedefpife, 
My want debase! me in thine eyes, 
Thou wealth, not wit, didft prize. 
Fuddled with Wine, and Love my fecrets flew, 
Stretcht on thofe racks, I told thee true, 

What did my felf undo. (Dame ! 

Well!— — plague me not too much imperious 
Left I blafpheme thy charming name, 
And quench m y former flame. 
I can give others place, and fee thee die 
Damn'd with their prodigality, 
If I fet on't, fo ftout am I. 
Thou know'ft (my Friend) thus have I often fed, 
When,- by her fbrceries milled, 

Thoubad'ft mehometo bedrr u < ; ; 
Evn then my pra&ice gave my tongue the lye, 
I could not her curft houfe pafs by r 
I fqar'd, but could not fly. • , , u % v y 
Since that, for young Lycifcus I'm gtown mad 5 
Inachia fuchaface ne're had, <*V • 
It is a lovely Lad. 
From his embraces I fhall ne're get free, 
Nor friend> advice, nor infamy <- .... 
Can difintangle me : 
Yet if fome brighter Objeft I ftiould fpy 
That, might perhaps debauch my Eye, 
And (hake my conftancy, 

• • * « * > / « 

. . . . • «'«._■. « • . «,. • 

« 

* • » 

I 

Epode 
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E P o de XII. By T. F. Paraphrafed. 
Againjl a libidinous old Woman. 

WHY do'ft thou me with Gifts , and Letters 
Thou Spoufe for an He- Elephant?(haunt, 
lam too young, and can't oblige thee well 5 

Thanks to my Stars too, I can fmell 3 
Can wind theeflike a Dog that fcentsa Sow. 
When thy damn'd armpit-odors flow. 

I know that an old woman ftinks alive, 

That gapes for more than man can give. 
Now with a clammy fweat ftretcht out (he lies 

Unpainted, to our frighted eyes : 
Strait (he grows freakifh, trying poftures o're 

Which Aretine ne're taught before. 

II Pox take thee then for a young flogue (fays (he) 
" Thou Ipv'ft faachia , more than me ! 

4t hachia thrice a night, as i am told,, 

"Once ferves poor me ! — This us to.be old ! 
" Curfe on that pimping Lesbia (Tor me J 

"I bad her bring a M*//, not thee. 
" When young Amintas did fupply thy room, 

w And kindly to my fond embraces come 3 
" His (lately Engine like a Cedar ftood, 

" Above the fhrubs, and under- wood. 
" I thought with this rich Vefl t'ha ve fent thee gone, 

" But thou (halt have a t — aflbon; 
" My Purple ne re (hall make a fumbler fine, 

M Nor cover back fo weak as thine. 
" Unhappy me ! grown now (by fad rnifhap) - 

" Ufelels, as if I had a Clap. 

N Epode 
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Epode XIII. By Sir T.B^/^J 

To his merry Friends , that they Jkould pajs the 
Winter pleajantly. 

ROueh tempcfts have the brow of heaven bent, 
And (bowers , and fnows caufe thickned airs 
.> defcent : 

Now Thracian North- winds, Seas and Woods af- 
fray } ■ . % . , • 
Friends, let us take occafion from the day • 
While ftrength is frefb, and us it well becomes, 
Let's old age banifh , which the brow benuras, 
Boy, fee you broach thole elder Wines were preft, 
When Torcptat firft the Confulfliip pofleft : 
Speak not of other things. God will, perchance, 
Them to their Seat, with happy change advance. 
Let us in Perjjan Unguents now delight 5 
And with Cyuenian Harp put cares to flight : 
As noble Chiron to Achilles fang } 
TJuvanquiJl/d Mortal, that fromTheusJprang, 
Troy thee expetfs 5 which Simois routing Tide y 
And fmall Scanianders colder jireams divide^ 
Whence thou no more (the Sijters fo ordain) 
With thy blue Mother jhalt return again. 
AH forrow there, with Wine., and Song deprefs, 
(Sweet comforts of deformed heaviness.} 



Epode 
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« 

Epode XIV. By Sir R. fjemMa a- 

To MAECENAS. 

Thdt his tabe to Phry he , is the cdufe why he doth not 
jitofi his promifed Iambic ks. 

TIs Death, my fweet Matenas, when fo oft 
YouasKrne, whyafofc 
Sloth turns my ferife, as if ivith thirffy draught 

I had together quaft 
Lethe s obliviotis Jake into my blood. 

It is a God, a God, 
Forbids me finifh my larobicks, though 

Promis'd thee long ago* 
Btfotted thus Anacnon was 'tis (aid 

Upon the Samian Maid } 
Who fobb'd his Love out to a hollow Lyre 

With '(tumbling Feet. That fire 
Confumes thee too, If fairer burnt not Troy 

Befieg d, in thy lot joy* 
Me a Bond-woman* fuch a one torments^ 
As no one man contents* 

* 

■ ~* 1 1 * * " 11 - 1 * 

Epode XV. By T. F.*$^£r!tjcd. 
To hit Sweet-heart Ncaera^ 

IT was a lovely melancholy night 5 
The Moon, and every Star (hone bright 5 ' 

N 2 When 
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When thou didft fwcar thou would'ft to me be 

And do as I would have thee do : C tf ue, 
Falfe Woman! round my neck thy arms did twine, 

Infeparable as the Elm, and Vine : 
Then didft thou fwear thy paflion (hould endure 

To me alone fincereand pure, 
Till Sheep and Wolves ftiould quit their enmity, 

And not a Wave difturb the Sea. 
Treacherous Ne£ra! I have been too kind, 

But Flaccm can draw off thou'lt find ; 
He can that face (as thou do'ft him) forlwear, 

* And find (it may be^ one as fair : 
And let me tell thee, when my fury s mov cl, 

I hate devoutly, as J lov'd. 
But thou fbleft Gartiefter) whofoere thou be 

That proudly do'fl: my drudgery, *V 
Didft thou abound in numerous Flocks,and Lffld, 

Weft heir to all PaSolus Sand; 
Though in thy brain thou bor'ft Pythagoras^ 

And carriedft Nerew in thy face, 
She'd pick another up, and fhab thee off, 

And then 'twill be my turn to laugh. 



Epode XVI. By Sir R.F. . 

To the People of Rome. 

fowmfirating the Commonwealth in refpeS of the 
Civil Wars. 

OW Civil Wars a fecond age confurae, 
And Romes own Sword deftroys poor Rome^ 

Whom 
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Whom neither neighbouring Marjians could de- 
Nor feared Porfenas Tufcan power 5 £vour, 
Nor Capua s rival valour, mutinies 

Of Bond-flaves, Treachery of Allies 5 
Nor Germany (blue-ey'd Bellonas Nurfe) 

Nor Hannibal (the Mothers curfe) 
We (a blood-thirfty age) our (elves deface, 

And Wolves (hall repoflefs this place. 
The barbarous foe will trample on our dead, 

The fteel-fhod Horfeour Courts will tread 5 
And Romulus duft ("closcl in jfceligious Urn 

From Sun and Tempeft) proudly fpurn. 
All, or the founder part, perchance would know, 

How to avoid this coming blow. 
'Twere beft, I think, like to the Phoceans, 

Who left their execrated Lands, 
And Houfes, and the Houfesof their Gods, 

To Wolves and Bears for their abodes 5 
T abandon all, and go where e re our feet 

Bears us by Land, by Sea our Fleet. 
Can any man better advice afford > 

If not, in name of Heaven aboard ! 
But you rauft fwcar firft to return again, 

Whenloofned Rocks float on the Main, 
And he content to fee your Mot her- town, 

When Betis wafties the Alps Crown 5 
Or Appenine into the Ocean flies, 

Or new luft weds Antipathies, 
Making the Hind (loop to the Tigres love, 

The ravenous Kite cuckold the Dove , 
And credulous Herds, t affeft the Lions fide, 

And Goats the Salt-Sea to abide. 

N 3 This 
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This, and what elfemay ftop our wifh'd return, 

When all, or the good part have fworn, (breaft 
Fly hence 1 Let him whofe frnooth and unflcdg'd 

Mifgiv^s him, keep the rifled neft. 
You that are men, unmanly grief give o re, . ; I 

And fail along the Tufcan fhore, 
To the wijdcOcean. Let us feekthofelfles 

Which fwim in plenty, the bleft foils : (ful, 
Where the Earths Virgin-womb unplow'd is fruit- 

And the unproy ned Vine ftill youthful : 1 
The OliyerTite makes no abortion there, 

And Figs hang dangling in the air 5 
floncfty diftils from Oaks, and water hops 

With creeking feet from Mountain tops. 
The gentro?* poats without the Milkmaids call, 

Of their full bags are prodigal } 
No evening Wolf with hoarfe alarums wakes 

The Flocks ^o* breeds the up-land Snakes. 
And farther to invite us, the plump Grain, 

Is neither drunK with too much rain, 
Nor yet for want of mod'rate watring drie j 

Such the blcfl: temper of the skie. 
Never-did Jafon to thofe Iflaftds guide 

His Pir^i-fhip, and whorifh Bride. 
Sjdoniati Cadmus never toucht thefe (hores, 

Nor falfc ZJljifos weary Oars. 
No murrain rots the Sheep, nor Star doth icorch 

The Cattcl with his burning Torch. 
When Jove with Bra fs the Golden ageinfe&ed, 

Thefe Ifles he for the pijre extradted. 
Now Iron reigns, I like a Statue ftand, 

To ppint good men to a goofi land. 

Epodp 
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* ? " To CAN1DIA. 

T Yield Camdia to thy Art, 
Take pity on a penitent heart • 
By Profperine Queen of the night, 
And by Dianjs glimmering light, 
By the myfterious Volumes all, 
That can the Stars from Heaven call 5 
By all that's facred I implore 
Thou to my wits would'ft me reftore. 
The brave Achilles did forgive # 
King Telephus^ and let him live, 
Though in the field the King appear'd, 
And War, with Myfian bands prepafd. 
When on the ground dead HeSor lay, 
Expos'd, to Birds, and Beafts a^prey 5 
The Trojan Dames in pity gave 
He£for an honorable grave- 
Vljfles Mariners were turn'd to Swine, 
Transform^ by Circes charms divine 5 
Yet Circe did their doom revoke, 
And ftraight the grunting mortals fpoke : 
Each in his priftine (hapc appears, 
Fearlefs of Dogs to lug their ears. 
Oh ! do not my affii&ion fcorn ! 
Enough in Confcience I have born ! 
My youth, and frelh complexions gone, 
Dwindled away to skin and bone. 
My hair is powdred by thy care, 
And all my minutes bufieare. 
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Day Nigit, and Night the Day does chafe, J 
Yet have not I a breathing fpace ! I 
Wretch that I am! I now believe, 5 
No pow'r can from thy charms reprieve : ] 
Now T confels thy Magick can 
Reach head, and heart, and un-man Man. 
What would'ft thou have me fay ? what more? I 
O Seas ! O Earth ! I fcorch all o're ! j 
Hercules himfelf ne*re burnt like me, 1 
Nor th' flaming Mount in Sicily : 
Oceafethy fpclls, left lbefoon 
Calcind into aPumice-ftone ! 
When wilt th' ha' done? What mufti pay? 
But name the fum, and I obey : 
Say : Wilt thou for my ranfom take 
An Hecatpmb ? or (hall I make 
A baudy Song t advance thy trade, 
Or court thee with a Serenade > 
WoukTft thou to Heav'n, and be a Star } 
Vie hire thee Cajfiopeias Chair. 
Cajior to Hel/en a true friend 
Struck her defaming Poet blind $ 
Yet he^ood-natur'd Gentleman, 
Gave the blind Bard his eyes again. 
Since this, and much more thoucanft do, 
Orid me of my madnefs too ! 
From noble Anceftors thy race. 
No vulgar blood purples thy face : 
Thou fearcheft not the Graves of th 1 poor,. 
But Necromancy do'ft abhor: 
Gin'roqsthy breaft, and pure thy hands, 
Whofe fruitful womb (hall people lands. 

And 




EPODES. t 185 

And e'reihy Childbed-linnen's clean, 
Thou {halt be up and to'tsagain. 

C ^ NID IA's Anfwer. By T. F. 

GO — hang thy felf : 1 will not hear, 
The Rocks allbon (hall lend an ear 
To naked Mariners that be 
Left to the mercy of^the Sea. 
Marry cpme up U — Shall thy bold pride 
The myfteries of the Gods deride } 
Prefumptuous fool ! commit a rape 
On my repute, and think to fcape ? 
Make me a Town- talk ? — Well ! ere thou die 
Cupid (hall vengeance take 3 or L 

Go, get fome Rats-bane ! 'twill not do, 

Nay, drink (bme Aqua- forth too : 
No Witch (hall take thy life away 3 
Who dares (ay, Go, when I bid ftay ) 

No ! Tie prolong thy loathed breath, 

And make thee with in vain for death. 
In vain does Tantalus efpy . 
Fruits, he may tafte but with his eye* 
In vain does poor Prometheus grone, 
And Sifyfhus flop his rolling (tone : 
Long may they figh, long may they cry 
But not comptroul their Deftiny. 
And thou in vain from fome high wall, 
Or on thy naked Sword may 'ft fall, 
In vain, (to terminate thy woes) 
Thy hands (hall knit the fatal noofe : 
For on thy (houlders then Fie ride. 
And make the Earth (hake with my pride. 

Think'ft 
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Think'ft thou that £ who when I pleafc 

Can kill by waxen Images, 

Can force the Moon down from her fphere, 

And make departed Chofts appear, 

And mix Love-potions ! — thinks thy vanity, 

I cannot deal with fuch a worm as thee? 



Verjes Jung in the Secular Games every Century cf 
years , pronounced for the fafety of the Roman 
Empire. 

PHvbvs and Dian, Grovy Queen, 
Heaven Ornaments 3 as you have been, 
Still be you honoured, ever bleft : 
Grant what we ask on holy Feaft. 

In which Sibyllas Verfes teach, 

Chafte Maids, and Youths not ftain'd with breach, 

Unto thofe Gods Songs to recite, 

Who on the feven-fold Hills delight. 

( Fair Sol) who in thy Chariot bright, 
Dofl: call forth Day, and ftmtt'ft up Night 5 
And other, and the fame do'ft come, 
Nought greater may 'ft thou fee than Rome. 

llythia> open wombs we crave 

For ripened Births, and Mothers fave 5 

Whether we thee Lucina call, 

Or Cynthia, which produceth all. 

j Goddefs, 
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SSfdefs, bring Children forth, and blefs 
Senates decrees, give good fuccefs 
To Nuptial Laws, that^hofe who wed, 
May have a fruitful Marriage-bed. 

m 

The teiv times ten full Orbs mature, 
May us to Songs and Sports enure : 
Thrice in the fplendor of day-light, 
And thrice in (hades of welcome night* 

And you truth-telling Fates, to part 
Joyn future fortune, that may laft : 
That ftable limits may inclofe, 
What once to Mortals you propofe. 

That Cattel may, and Corn abound, 
Wherewith fair Ceres (hall be crown'd : 
And wholefom dreams, with air as pure 
May nutriments to Plants aflure. 

Ah Phmbus mild, withdraw thy dart, 
To fuppliant Youths thy grace impart : 
And Queen of Stars, who do'ft appear 
Bi-forked (Luna) Virgins hear. 

■ 

If Rome a work be of your ftore, 
And Trojan Troops held Tybers (hore : 
A part enjoy n'd their feat to change, 
And with fuccefi from home to range : 

For whom fecure, th'row Troy on fire 
JEntas chafte in fafe retire, 

Free 
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Free paffage open'd, and gave more 
To them, than they pofleft before. * 

O Gods, to youth grant matter fage, . . 
Gods give repofe to quiet dg* 5 
And unto Romulus his blood, 
Wealth, Ifliie, Honor, all that's good; 

Let Venus and Anchifes ftrain, . 
Who give ye Oxen free from ftain, 
In Wars achievements bear the prize, 
And courteous be to enemies. 

The Median now by Sea and Land, 
Fears Roman power, and conquering hand : 
The Scythians now our friendftiip crave, 
And haughty Indians truce would have. 

Now Faith, Peace, Honor, modeft look 
And Vertue (corned, which forfook 
Our City, dares return again, 
And bleffed Plenty freely raign. 

Phoebus^ with radiant Bow, Divine^ 
Gracious among the Mufes nine 3 
Who doth with Heaven-infpir'd art, 
To crazy bodies health impart : 

If he Moiyft Palatine do grace, 
The weal' of Rome^ and Latian Race, 
To farther times and better end, 
May he thefe Centuries extend. 

h And 
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And Didn who holds Aveutine, . 
And Algidu*^ may (he incline 
To Prayers of fifteen men; and hear 
Our childrens vows with friendly ear. 

Then I, and all the well skill'd in Lays, 
Phebuf and Dians name to praife, 
Go home,^with certain hopes, that Jove, 
And all the Gods thefe thiDgs approve. 



- 



The End of the .Epodes. 



SAT YR S. 



BOOK I. 



S A 1 y r I. By A.B 
That men are not contented with their conditions. 

HOW comes it(great M£ce#os)th*t there's not 
A man, who lives contented with that lot 
Which choice inclin'd, or chance expos'd him to, 
But all applaud what others are and do ? 

Oh happy Merchant, then the Souldier fays, 
When by old age and toil his ftrength decays j j 
The Merchant, when th' infulting billows rife, 
And tofs his tottering Ship, Give roe (he cries J 
The Souldier s life, for he meets in a breath 
A joyful vi&ory or certain death. 

The Lawyer when he hears his Clients knock 
At 3 gate before the crowing of the Coc^ . 
Admires the Country life, while the poor Swain, 
Being from his home up to the City drawn 
To follow Law-fnits, does conclude no mens 
Conditions happier than the Citizens, ■ 

But the whole rabble of this fort of men 
Would be fo numerous it would tire the Pen I 

Of 
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Qfrcribling Fabiut 3 fo Tie pafs by thofe, 
And draw the matter to this point : Suppofe 
jfwe faid,I'le make you what you would be ; thou 
Who wert a Merchant , be a Souldier now. 
Thou that a Lanyer wert, (halt now commence 
A Husbandman 5 change fides, and fo pack hence, 
You t'your new Calling,you to yours 5 Nay nayo 
Now your defires are granted, why d'you ftay >> 
Fond fools! youl not behappy,thoughyou may-) 

Is it not reafon then, great Jove (bould be 
Highly incenfed, and declare that he 
Will be no more propitim unto them, 
But all their vain and various prayers contemn > 

This is no laughing matter, nor would I 
Be thought to fpeak all this in Drollery 
Though to blurt out a truth has never been 
(fn way of merriment) efteem'd a fin. 
The flattering Majier thus his Boys prefents 
With Cafes, to make them learn their Rudiments. 

But let's leave f ooling,and be ferious now^PW, 
The Cloven that rends the pond'rous Earth with $ 
The cheating Tradesman and the Souldier too, 
The Sea-man bold, who plows the Ocean through; 
All thefe their various toils endure f they fay) 
Meerly with this intention, that they may 
When they grow old, with peace enjoy that ftore 
Which their industrious youth had gain cl before. 

Juft like the Ant (for that's their pattern) fmall 
In bulk, but great in thrift 5 who draws in all 
That e re (he can, and adds it to her ftore, 
Which (be fore-feeing want, had heap'd before 5 
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And in the rage of Winter keeps within, 
To feed on what her providence laid in. 

But neither (word, fire, water, heat, nor cold, 
Nor any thing keeps thee from getting Gold, 
Only fpnrrd f on with that ambitious itch^ 
To have the world fay, Thou art DeviliJIj rich; 
What good in thy vaft heap of Treafure V found, 
Which thou by ftealth do'ft bury under ground ? 
But if it be diminifh'd once, thou'lt fay 
Thy whole eftate will dwindle foon away, 
And if tliou fpend'ft not out of it, what pleafure 
Canft thou take in a heap of hoarded Treafure? 
If thy Barn held ten thoufand facks of Wheat, 
Yet thou canft eat no more than I can eat. 
Among thy fellow Jlaves whenthou'rt picktout 
To bear all their provision about, Cg roWn ' 
With which thy Shoulders gall'd and weary 
Thou eat'ft no more than one that carried none. 

Or (tell meprethee) what the difference is 
To him that makes the rules of Nature his, 
Whether he does a thoufand Acres fo w, 
Or on a hundred does his pains beftow ? 

But oh (thou cry 'ft) men do great pleafure reap 
In taking Gripes out of a plenteous heap* 
Yet fincc out of a little thou do'ft leave 
As much as we've occafion to receive, 
Why (houIdTt thou thy vaft Granaries prefer 
Before our Willies, which much letter are? 
Or if thou haft occafion to take up 
Water enough to fill a Butt or Cup, 
Why (hould'ft thou fay, thou haft a greater will 
Out of that River^ then this Spring to fill ? 

•: • Hence 
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£ Hence it proceeds infallibly, that thofe 
Who to their wills arefuperftitiotis, 
Uncurb'd defire drives them to this and that, 
Until at laft they'd have they know not what. 

Whilft who confines his mind to Natures laws, 
The troubled muddy water never draws, 
Nor in the River does his life expire : 

But moft of men deceived by falfe defire, 
* Say, Noughts enough 5 caufe they abfurdly guefs 
<c At what men are, by what they do poffefs. j- 

To fuch a Mifer, what is't beft to do ? 

Let him be wretched, fince he will be fo* 
Thus that Athenian Monfter Itimon, which 
Hated Mankind, a fordid fcnave, but rich, 
Was wont to fay, When ere Iwalk^abford 
The People hi me, but I do applaud 
And hug my Jelf at home, when I behold 
My C hefts brim full with Silver and with Gold 

So Tantalus, being extremely dfy^ 
Courts the fwift ftream, which does ascbily flie. 
Why laugh'ft thou Mifer .<? if thy nariie fhould be 
A little chang'd, the Fable's told of thee, 
Who on thy full-cramb'd Bags together laid, 
Do'ft lav thy fleeplefs and affrighted head 5 
And do ft no more the moderate ufe on't dare 
To inake, than if it confecrated Were :^ 
Thou mak'ft no other ufe of all thy Gold, 
Than men do of their pictures, to behold 5 
Do'ft thou not know the ufe and power of coyn ? 
It buys bread, meat,andcloaths,(and what's more) 
With all thofe neceflary things befide, {wine 5 
Without which Nature cannot be fuppli'd. 

O To 
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To fit up and to watch whole days and nights, 
To be out of thy jv/ts with conftant frights, 
To fear that thieves wili fteal, or fre deftroy, 
Or fervanjs take thy wealth, andrunaway : 
Is this delightful to thee ? then I will 
Defire to live without thofe Riches ftilL 

But if the pains of fiomach, or the Head, 
Or other Jfcfyefs fix thee to thy bed, 
Haft thou a vifitant to fit down by thee, 
Who with due food and Phyfick will fupply thee? 
Or make the Dotfor rid thee of thy pain, 
And to thy friends reftore the£ found again ? 
Thy wife and children thy quick Death defire, 
So do thy friends and kindred ; Ne're admire 
That they don t (hew thee /^thou merit'ft none, 
For before all, thou preferr'ft wealth alone. 
If thou thy friends or kindred would'ft retaiu, 
And not be liberal, thy task's as vain 
As his, who in the Fields does teach an Afs 
T 5 obey the bridle^ and to run a race. 
Make once an end of gaining, that the more 
Thou haft, the lefs thou It tremble to be poor. 
Begin to end thy labour, having got 
That which thou did'ft defire, and follow not 
That rich TJmidiw, whofe chejis did fo fwell, 
He mea^urcl's money , w r hich he could not tell, t 
So Jordid, that he neyer did go higher 
Than '$ meaneft Servants did, in his attire : 
And to his dying day in fear he ftood, 
Left he (hould die meerly for want of food 5 
Till his bold Concubine did boldly do 
A Heroes aft, and cut the Slave in two. 

^ ' ' ' ' Eut 
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But now thou'lt ask me,whether I'de have thee 
A Miferoxz Prodigal to be?. * ?' 
Thou ftill art in extremes ; I would not have 
Thee covetous nor a vain, fquand'ring Knave. 
'Twixt rough Vifcllius and fmboth Tanais 
The Eunuch^ a vaft difference there is: 
<4 TAcre /j 4 ^e^f« in things^ and €&t urn lines 
" w>A/VA ftr///e Jfctf // cor fines. 

But Tie return from whence I came ; are none 
But grady Slaves delighted with their own- 
Condition! > Do all praife each others lotj ; 
And pine to fee their Neighbors Goat has got 
A Dug more fullof Milk than theirs ? and ne're 
Themfel ves with the poorer fdrt of men compare : 
(Though that's the greater number) but afpire 
Still to o're-top this man and that, who's higher ! 

" It curbs the Spirit of that perfon which (rich. 

" Tugs to grow great, whert toe meets one more! 
So when the Chariots from the Barriers afrfe'^ j 
Let loofe to run a Race, the Charioter 
Minds ftill thofe Horfes whbh wt-ftrlp his own 
Slighting thofe which by t'other are out-gone. 

And hence it comes, we feldomfind ft man 
That fays He has 'liv'd hapfity, and can '-; • 
Like a wel/*feajicd gmfl depart at laft ■ 
Contented with that part of s life thatV pafh 

Now 'tis enough;left yoa (hould think that mine 
*S like Crijpins Volumes, I'le not add a line. 
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Titaf ar^i/e foolijh men fiun one Vice , they run 

into another. 

THE Players fimpericks$eggars$x\& thenoife 
Of Fidlers y all the roaring Dam-me boys, 
And all that fort of cattel do appear 
Extremely fad, and much concern'd to hear 
Their friend Tigellius is deceasd 5 Fofthe 
Did treat them with great liberality. 

While the clofe M//er,left he (hould be thought 
A prodigal 5 o'th* contrary, gives nought 
To his dear friend (though ne re fo much he need) 
To cloath his body, or his belly feed. 

If one (hould ask the Prodigal, why he 
By an ungrateful fottifti gluttony, 
That brave ejiate bequeath 'd him by his friends j 
And Ancejlors, fo prodigally fpends 5 
And at great intereft take up mony too, 
Meerly in needlefs luxury to beftow : 
Hisanfweris, Becaufe hefcornstobe 
Eflreem'd a fordid fellow, or that he 
Has but a narroW Soul : fo up he s cri s d 
By forae, while others him as much deride. 

Fufidiu* the Ufurer fears to have 
The Reputation of an unthrift Knave. 
Rich both in moneys out at »je, and lands. 
But when he lends he ftill detains in s hands 
Five times the Intereft for the Principal • 
And where he finds his Debtors prodigal, 

Thofe 
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Thofe he gripes moft feverely : He inquires 
For wealthy heirs new come of age, whofe Sires 
Had been clofe-fiftcd to them and fevere. 
Good God ! What perfons who thall come to hear 
Such horrid a&ions, wont exclaim? But oh! ^ 
(Y ou'l (ay) he does't for his livelihood. Oh no f 
M Ton cant believe how much this love of Pelf, 
" Makes this vile Slave an enemy to himfelf 

Old Menedemus whom the Comedy 
Brings weeping in, and living wretchedly 
For his loft fin, could not himfeif torment 
More than this fordid Bedft. To what intent 
All this is faid, if you define to know, ; n » ; 
It only tends to this defign, to (how 
w That fools, when they attempt one vice to Jlwn, 
" Into the contrary do madly run. ( wear , 

This man his garment down to th' ground does 
And that fo (hort his privities appear. 
Pertum'd RufiUuf wears a gaudy Coat, 
Gdrgonius ftinks as nafty as a Goat. 
Men do obferve no mean, but this mans flames * 
Muft be allay 'd only with Roman Dames.] 
Another does a common Quean admire, 
That proftitutes her felf to all for hire. 

A man of note came from the pub lick flews, 
And,to applaud his a&ion, he did ufe 
Cato's Divine old Sentence, <6 Bravely done, 
" Go on, and projper in what th> hafi begun : 
For Wjben the rage of Luft inflames your blood , 
'Tis lawful to came hither, but not good 
Another Nuptial bed to violate, 
While Cupiennm cries out, I hate 
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To be applauded for this nicety, 
Give roe anothers wife, fhe's fafe and free. 
<c Ttf worthy the ohferwatiox t>f all thofe . 1 1- ! ' 
^Z&tf i^ae uncleannefiprofbetOMs, 

cc TolUhow they aseplagnd o# evefy m*d, *' . - 
cc Hm often they fall into danger, Mid ' i '• •' 
<c Hoxo jmWy andftldorit too, they pieafttres gain, 
"And thofe corfttffteeb.wth much grief and fain. 

This leap's f romth'top o'th' houfo>& thxms ttt<9ie, 
But breaks his ntd& :and that s titl h* dte 5 f 
This as he &H&''A&tig> thieve J and r^&/*i faJfe, 
And that wjoh'&f mrje redeemi bis Getiftafeu; • 
This is by Fpm*nien£i^^ ! 
Thole membem Whichi c6ron»t thefe ftafrttefuf 
Do Jofe" their headland juftly too$ a^M fey^critaes, 
None'but that rutti^ C?4^daT«sfay, Hdjtf * 
.. ; But ? m mcfotefofe- ro iteiirareyour eftate ' 
In Ships, that ace but fc£ thpfetowt rate^ 
Daughter? oiiSaftswes that h#re been made free, 
Yet^Z/^play'dnhefooJa^teuehashe ?\V*a :j 
That docs corranitB adtdtmy $ For be ha<£ > f .V- 
A generous Satil, maA would * hp: very glad; ^ 
Of any goodiorl^ir, t^tlw^o;/ c > r*:'> 
Might but expiefo his kbe^dity^ : an J . 
(In modeft mamaer thou^^^w/>old dif^ence 
His money to all fireety, yet fooro thence < ' 
Nodam^eeiirretohim, tM>difWjki*e, ; 
But ftill hekmU.agciltle pvofitoie. • ^ %vft \) 
Thfe was that darling Vice he f& tiPtffc, 
But ftill he cri?d> Fie meddle with mo 
Juft fo Murc£us did!, who heretofore r ; v ' 
Only admirU.a» favourable whm< 

And 
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And his Pater rfal Fortune fooTd away \ ; 
Oft a jl^thing, that on the Stage did play. 
Yet (till he (aid, J thanks wy §tars, that I 
WH h wives of other men did^ji^ef lie. I 
But if with whores and mimicks he'd to' dd, 
His j5r/»e n^ote foffer'd,than hVs wealth i came to* 

* What : faiijfa8ion can-it to us bring, 
"To {h\in ohc perfon and riot evVy thing 
" That evtry waJy does hurt us > To deftroy 
"Our refutation, "and to /w/ away ' ' 
" Th' Efta te our Parents left us, certainly 
<c Is a great vice, wh?ch.way lo e're it bp. 

So Vrllitf, #ho had af tbitltf to be 
The Son-in-law of .S^f/a, hbw was he 
Severely punWd > Maul'd wlth Fift,nay more, 
Stabb'd \v r ith SieeIefto\ then kickt out of dfoor. 
(Poor wte&h? fibw was hechous'd wrtfinarhe and 
But Longarenm lay with her the white, (ftile M 

Now if thatf natural^** of his 
Should fa/; to him, when he had feen all this, 
Sir, what d^6t> mean ? Do I requite; when e're 
I am inrafg'd, the Daughter ofa Peer, J 
Or any «wrrr^ woman > Wh^couldh^ 7 :"; 4 
Then anfwer tb't ? that tiobianf meat for me, 
Who is defended of a m>We ftem. ; 

But Nature teaches better things than i Hem, 4 
And quite repugnant too 5 6reat Na/we, which 
In her owithelp is plentifully rich, 
If we woultl tightly ufe them, and defcry 
What we Would chooft, from what we ought to J?p, 
Does it titi difference appear to thee 
By luji to periftl, or nccejfitf? ' 

' O 4 Then 
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Then that thou may'fl: not that vain work 
Of which thou furely wilt too late repent,(tea 
Purfue not Matrons 3 for the coft and pain 
Will far furmount the pleafttre thoucanft gain. 

Nor is their Flejh tnore tender, nor are they 
More clean-limfr d, whofe attire is rich and gay, 
And do with 'jewels deck their necks and ears, 
f Such as th 5 effeminate Corinthus wears 5) 
Nay oftentimes that Lafs who's plain apd free, 
W cars better Limbs than your greajf Madams be. 
She does her mercenary Flefli etfpofe, 
Undeckt by art, and openly (he fhows 
The ware fhe means to utter, nor will (he, 
If any part about her handfomebe, 
Proudly (how that alone, nor ftrive to hide 
Thofe parts, which Nature has not beautify'd. 
• So Princes when they Horfes goto buy, 
Into the covered parts moft ftri&ly pry, 
Left the lame f&r/e, that's lovely to behold 
With a fmall head, and a creji high and bold, 
And a round buttocks, th* eager buyer cheat, 
Becaufe he's lame, or foundred in his feet. 

This they do well in 3 for we (hould not pry 
On their perfe&ions with a Lynxes eye, 
And be as blind as Hypfea was, when we 
Their greater imperfe&ions ought to fee. 

Oh comely legs and^arms ! ((ays one) and yet 
She is pin buttoc^dy and has long JpJay Feet, 
Short- wafted, but a no/e o£ fuch a fize, 
That all the Members fhortnefs it fupplies. 

Thou canft no part of a grave Matron fee, 
Except her face, the reft all cover'd be, 

Unlefs 
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UnJefc it be of Catia, who, although 
She be a Mttrov, does un vailed go. 

If thou attempt forbidden wives to win 
To thy defires, they are incompafs'd in 
With guards and walls 5 'twill make thee mad to fee 
How many.things there are to hinder thee. 
There's Guardian, Coachman, Tin-man, Flatterer, 
A gown to th* heels, a vail that covers her 5 . 
And many more fuch envious things there be, 
Make thee the filejh t as 'tis thou canft not fee # 

A Lap ne're hinders thee, (he will appear 
In drefs tranfparent, as fhe naked were 5 
That thou may 'ft by thine eye difcern, that (he 
Is ftrait i'ch' wafte, and that her angles be 
Not great, and gouty 5 and her feet are neat. 

Does any man delire to have a cheat _ . 
Impos'd upon him? and be made pay down, 
The price e're the commodity b { e ftiown ? 

But thou aft like the Hutftf-man, who does go 
After the Hare up to the knees in Snow, 
Which being caught, makes him a chearfol Feaft, 
Yet he'l not touch a Hare brought ready dreft. 

Thou fcorn'$ fh%t Lafi thou may 'ft with eafe en- 
And court'ft thofe that are difficult ?ind coy. (joy, 

But doeft thou think thy pajfions to appeafe 
With fuch vain and impertinent flames as thefe ? 
Has not wife Nature bounded thy deGre > 
Does it not more avail thee to enquire, 
WhatftiecanntJ>e without, and what (he may, 
And pare what ere's fuperfluous away > 

When thou art thirjly, muft thou only drink 
Out of a golden Goblet or doeft think 

All 
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All meat is loathiome, when thoufrt fe/^ry grown, 
But Turbot, or the Pheafm pult alone f <h%h. 

So when thy amorous flames grow flfrbr/g-and 
Wilt thou not take the next thou cafnft eome'by > 
Be't Kitchin wench, of Scullion b6y dt elfey 1 
Would'ft have that Durft , whfeh lb extreittdy 

fm'dr another' humor, fdr to the ((Wells ? 
That girt is beft, tffatfs eafieft 5 and ffie 
That I can fooneft c6nie at i arid when I 
Ask hcf the^efHori, fays Yes bjt and by, * 
As fobn y s my Servant is gone forth 5 or fa^te 
She'l gratifie me, h°fhe ptice I rahe. 

Thbte that are hrfrd, and tedious to 1 be won, 
Are for the feeble EnnUchs tafte alone : 
Give me a coming Lady, that ne're ftands 
Confid ring long, nor great rewdrds demands^ 
But when Fcatl ticf quickly comes to me, 
Let her ; not ugly, nd¥ yet crookgd be, 
#11* 6^' good* cotour, arrtf chanliaitid withal^ 
Of a good fee, nbt by made tall s ' 

No* la* her by her painting make more fair 
Her#& and ^AHtikrittiey bjr J^W^aie.- ',; 

When luch a' jCMtitre frithm* #rms does lie, 
Sne 1 fe-my'I^YfiJf- 25%' 5, . '" : 

I catt'tief by all tlatnes} nor do- fdotibt n - ' 
Wherrwe bur ftMV'bf ^a^fe ate about; r: " 
The barking the ofeiakingbpe of dbbr%i 
And all the Houflrdlfturb'd' With great upfbafs/, 
Her jealous Husband ^\\\ return «tb fee, 1 
How he is cuckolded" by her and me y 
While' the pbbf icoman ftarts frdm off he* bea*, 
Pale and affrighted; 'caufe difcovered':, 

And 
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fSSd being confcious cries, Oh Fm undone I 
[flail be fetteTci, and my Portion sgorie. : 

And I toitbow my Breeches then rauft pack, 
Bare-foot and Coat-kfs r all to (ave my back \ ' 
From thedkc LafB, of to preferve my Purfe, 5 
Orelfemy Reputation, whkhis worfc. • ■ 
" For ta be taken is a crime, 'tis true^ 
" And'tis a pitiful misfortune too$ — i 

I dardfoe judg'd by Fabim^ who does know 
Alltikiii<aitiue r for he has been ferv'd fo. 

.... ■ f 



Satyr III. By J. B. 

Tita* quictylghted to pry into other mens in* 

firmitieS) and connive at weir own. ■ _ ~ *. " ~ 

St # 

ALL &mgjiers kwfrthfo fmteor, that among 
The» friends they tatft abide to 4 fing a Song'' 
If they're iiltreated: btit! the/1 nere giveo're 
If not defifed. Iftmwas* heretofore ' ^ 

Tigiffiufvtee i, C<efar who could command, 1 O 
If by the friendfhfp of his Father, and 1 %? 

His ov*tit> h^did intreatbut for <M#A4*v ' 
This /for would riot fifig 5 > ytt if f he were ; ; ' 
Once hi the* humor, alP the Supper lottg ' ' 
He would to j&a^0*fihg, r Song a fter Song 5 
His voice ttfth 5 higheft treble «a*s>d, arid then* : 1 
Defcendkig down to* *h* Iotfeft agakk 



A moft **/?e**r felted famctiaies he 
WouM ran, as if purfu d by's 1 drteifly ? - ■ IT 

Sometime* hed jlorvfy walk, aS if he wefe: I . ... 
The Sacred Hoft about *he ftreei to be£r. 1 **1 

Some- 
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Sometimes attended with two hundred men 

He'd walk, at other times with only ten 

Now Kings and Princes, and all great things be 

The fubje&s of his talk : Anon (tey she) 

Give me a three-leg'd board, a ftiell to hold 

A little fait, and to keep off the cold 

A gorcn^ though ne're fo coarfe 5 if you prefent 

This poor abftemious perfon, who's content 

Now with fo little, with a thoufand pound,, 

In five days there will not a Groat be found 

In's pocket : He the day in Jleep doth pals, 

And fits up all tf^Af long 5 there nevey was 

A thing fo much unlike to him as he 

Wss to himfelf. But fome may Cay to me, 

Pray what are you > Have you no crime at all > 

Yes, other vices, not perhaps fo fmall. 

When Meniusabfent, Noviw did ppbraid, (faidj 

You Sir, dyou hear > Dyou know your felf > ( one 

Or do you think to cheat us, as if we 

Did not know what you are ? Menius, (aid he, 

Could wink at, and forget his own faults 5 this 

Is both a vile and filly love, and 'tis • 

Fit to be taken notice of, when with blear eyes* 

We over- look our own infirmities, ^ 

Why (hould we into our Friends errors pry 

As narrowly as with an Eagles eye, 

Or Baftlisks piercing look } 'twill come about, 

As we do theirs, they'l fine! our Vices out. 

An angrjmzn is no way fit to bear ' 
The jeers,which from the Wits he's fore d to hear: 
They 3 1 jeer him if ill (hav'd 5 or if his Gown 
In a negle&ed pofture hangeth down : 

Or 
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Shooes arc not well tycl, though he 
May be as honeft as their Witjhips be. 

Twugh he's a Friend, though a great wit does lie 

Within that Body, dreft fo clowniftly. 

Ppxamine well thy felf, fee if there be 

The feeds of any Vices fown in thee 

By Nature or ill Cuftora 5 we dilcern 

44 NegleSed Fields Jiil/ over-grown with Fern. 

Let s raife our {elves up to this frame of mind, 
To be t our Friends infirmities as blind 
As Lovers to their Mijirejfes can be, 
Who either don t their Iwperfe&ions (ee, 
Or if they do, they're pleafing to them, thus 
Balbinus lik'd even Agnus / Polypus. 
I wifh we all would err in fiieudjhip fo * 
And vertue on that error would beflow 
A glorious name 5 for as the Father mild, 
If he elpies a frailty in his Child, 
He does not fcorn, nor loath it, nor fhould we 
The errors of our Friends, if any be* 
If a Son fquintiug goggle-eyes fhould have 
His Father calls him, Pretty winking Knave 5 
Aad he whofe Child in ftature is no more 
Than Syfiphus th' Abortives heretofore, 
Calls him his Chicken 5 if he bend at knee, 



His Father lilping calls him Scaur us : Thus 
When a friend lives fomething penurious, 

1 ^ cood J ±A — c 
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One that to jeer or vapour is inclin'd, 
Imagine his defign is but to be 
Very facetious in company : 

If 
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If he be rough-hew 'd, and wiJl talk and rant,: 
Count him a down-right man and valiant, 
And when we meet with* any perlbn that 
Is hot and furly, call him paffionate. 
This thing joyns friends together, and when joyrid, 
It Jiill prefer ves them in a friendly mind* 
But we the very Vertues of a Friend 
Do into Vices balely wreft, and bend 
Our mind thofe veflels*tp pollute, which are 
Clear of themfelves $ if any perfon dare 
Live vertuoufly among us 5 Safe and low 
We count him then, and if a man be (low 
Of apprehenfion, we are apt to call 
Him dull and thicksfytf'd fellow 5 he that all 
Cheats, wifely fcapes, whofe Bofomdoes not lie 
Expos 'd to any kind of injury, 
Though he lives in a treacherous Age, wherein 
Malice and Slander, and all kind or fin 
Do grow and flourifli, ought of right to be 
Efteem'd a prudent wary man, but we . 
Call him a fubtle Jugler: If we fpy 
An open-hearted perfon, fiich as I 
Oft (hew'd my felf to you (Mwenas) which 
With his perpetual and impertinent fpeech 
Difturbs men far moreferious, when they 
Do either read or ftudy hard, we fay 1 
This fellow has not common fenfe, * Alas \ 
<c How inconfiderately do wepafs 
" Laws on our felves, unequal and Jevere, 
" Since no men without vices ever were 
" Or horn, or bred, and that man isthebefi, 
" Who's troubled with the feweji and the leaft. 

"A teal 
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rfialfr&nd will with my faults compare 
" i^y perf#ex ; and if all my verms are . 
" More f/j** m y vice*, that loves me would • • 
" Incline to th* moji } of it if ft he jhould 5 
" So if to be behv'd he has a mjnd 7 
" He may by this means the fame weajure find . 
" He that defires his Wens jhould not ojfend < 
"His friend, wuft wink at fh* Pimples of his friend. 
" He that would have his faults forgiven, wji 
«GivepMfai),ifhetatei?/tirbHtj«Ji. 

Now fiq£ e the vice pf anger, and the reft 
Which dp pur fopjifti Nature thus infeft, 
Cannot h? jthrpuughly rooted out, why may 
Not equal judgment and rjght reafon fway } 
And why (hould not all punifhmentsbe fitted 
Proportional^ *P the Crimes committed > 
When a man bids his Servant lift a Dijb 
Off frpm the Table, and he<?at the FiO? . 
That's left, or lick the faifce up, if that he 
Should fuflfcr death, (hould; not his Mafter be 
Efteem'd more mad (ban i ra n t ic k Labeo 
By all thpfe men, who «e themfelyes not ft> > 
How would the Matters crime the mans tranfeend 
In greatnels, nay in madnefs ? If a Friend . . 
CpmtflitafaHk at which thou ought'ft t p wink* 
Or elfeall men will thee ill-natur'd think, 
If thou (hpujd'ft fcprn and hat? him fpr't,and fhury 
His company, the^opr Debtors run 
From the daran'4 tjfurer Prufo, who when e're 
The dolefu} Pay of Payment 4p$s appear 
To his poor ftebtprs, if they do npt pa.y 
Both Principal and latere ft, hp W they 
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Come by't he cares not, he condemns them then 
To ftand with naked throats, like Captive men, 
Not to be kill'd, but (that's far worfe than it ) 
To hear thofe wretched Plays which he had writ. 

Suppofe my fudled F riend when he did fup, 
Bepift the room, or break my Miftreft cup : 
Or if he being hungry took away 
That Chicken which "iW Difh before me lay, 
Miift I fall out with him > What then if he 
Should commit theft? or break his truft with me ) 
Orlhould deny his proarife? thofe by whom 
All fins are equal held, when once they come 
T enquire into the truth, they're at a ftand 5 
For common reafon, general cujiom, and 
Profit it felf, which is the Mother now 
Of what is right and juji i all difallow 
This fond opinion : When in former time 
Mankind^ which of all creatures is the prime, 
Crept out ofs Mother Earthy they were a kind 
Of dumb and nafty Qdttel^ which inclin'd 
To brawl for Mafi % and Dens to lodge in too, 
With nails, and fifts, and next with clubs, and fd 
In length of time , they fought with Spears and 
Swords, 

Which need had taught them how to make, till 
words 

And names by them invented were, whereby 
They did their fenfe and Voices fignifie 
Unto each other, then they did begin 
To build them Forts to live with fafety in. 
Then they ena&ed Lam 9 that none might dare 
Play either Robber- or Adulterer , 

"For 
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" For before Helens days women have been 
c " The caufe of cruel wars. When men rufh'd in 
On any women which thev next came to, 
At the firft fight, as wild Beajls ufe to do } 
Till like a Bull o'th' herd, a ftronger come, 
Kill the firQiOccupant, and takes his room : 
But unremembred di'd thofe namelefs men, 
Wanting th' Hiftorians and Poets Pen. 

We if we do confider former times, 
Muft grant that Laws were made for fear of crimes* 
As Nature can't difeern what's right^ what's wrong y 
Nor feparate good from ill, nor from among 
Thofe things we ought to Jjfoir, pick out what we 
Ought to defire, nor can'c by reafon be 
Made out, that he who on the Herbs within 
His Neighbours Garden treads, do'sasmuch fin 
As he that robs a Church^nd deals away 
What to the Gods there confecrated lay. 
Let's have a Rule, bo which our pains may be 
Proportion'd to our crimes, and not that he 
Who has deferv'd a little Rod alone, 
Should with a horrid whip be lafi'd to th'Bone. 

That thou'lt with ferule ftrike Tie ne're fuppofe, 
Him thatdeferves to fuffer greater blows > 
While thou hold'ft thefts and robberies to be 
Offences only of the like degree* 
And threatneft if thou reign once to chaftife 
Our petty faults and foul enormities 
With equal punifhments : if it be fo, 
That he who is a wije man's wealthy too, 
A good Mecbanick&tiYd in every thing, 
The only gallant , and indeed a King. 

P .What 
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What need'ft thou wifti to be a King, fince thou 
Art fo already ? Thou wilt ask me now 
If I don't know what old Chryfippu* (aid, 
Jhough a mfe man perhaps has never made 
His Shooes and Boots, yet ftill a wife man is 
A Shoo-ntah$r ; to what end is all this ? 
Juft fo Hermogenes, though he's dumb, can 
Sing well, and is a good Muftcian. 
And in this fenle, Alfenm when he threw 
Away his tools, and (hut up (hop, and grew 
A cunning Lawyer, who had been before 
A Ccbler, was ftill Cobler, and no more : 
So the wife man's alone in every thing, 
The skilfuirft Artiji, and fo he's a King. 

The roguing Boys (thou talk'ft fo like a Sot) 
Will pull thee by thy Beard, if thoudo'ft not 
That Scepter in thy hand thy cudgel {way, 
And in Ma jeftick-wife drive them away. 
The cheated crowd that ftand about thee, all 
Prepare to kick thee, thou may 'ft bark and brawl 
Till thou haft burft thy Royal felf, Mofi high 
And mighty King, in brief thou Royally 
Giv'ft a whole j art hing, for thy Bath at once, 
And haft no guard t' attend thee but that dunce 
Crifyinm , But my pleafant friends, if I, 
Through folly (hould tranfgrefs, will pafsitby, 
And when they do bewray their frailties, then 
I in requital pardon them agen 3 
And thus I live, though but a private man, 
More happy than thy fained Kingfhip can. 

• 

. Satyr 

* 
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Satyr IV. By A. B.r*^*- 

• # > 

j4 Drfiaurje concerning P 0 ETRY. 

* I ^HE old Greeks Poets, Arijlophanes, 
| Crating Eupolk, and fuch as thefe 
Who did write Comedies, where e'rethey had 
One fit to bedefcrib'd, as very bad, 
Such as a Thief, or an Adulterer, 
Or Murtherer, or fuch like men which were 
Notorious in their lives, thefe all fhould be 
With a brave boldne^ and great liberty, ( 
Expreft to th* life, and whatfoever is 
Writ by Lucillius does proceed from this, 
Thofe Poets he did imitate, their feet 
And numbers only he did change, and yet 
His wit w^s excellent, his judgment clear, 
Only the Verfes, which came from him, were 
Harfhand unpolifli'dy for this was his crime, 
Two hundred Verfes in one hours time • 
He ordinarily pour'd out with eafe, 
As if he did fuch weighty bufinefles 3 
Yet though his Verfes like a Deluge flow'd, 
Thf had fomething ftill above the common road : 
Helov'd to fcribble, but could not endure 
The pains of writing Verfes good and pure 3 
I ne re regard how much an Author writes, 
"Tisnot the Volume, but the fenfe delights. 

" Tie tell you 5 one Crijftinus challeng'd me, 
Pointing wkh's finger at me, Come (fays he) 
Take Paper, Pen, and Ink, fix place, and time,' 
Lets both be watcht,try which canfwifteft rhime$ 
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I thank my Stars, Nature did mc compofe 
So bafhful, and fopuiiilanimous, % 
That I fpeak little, and but feldom too, 
But his laborious lungs do always go 
Like a Smiths Bellows, puffing breath fb faft, 
That he his Iron audients tires at Lift. 

What luck that fcribling fthimer Fannius met? 
That our grave Senate undefir'd have fet 
His filly Book and ugly jiatue too 
In C<efar'$ Library ? Whilft I that do 
Both blufli and tremble when I e*re appear 
In public^ no rehearfing wit does care 
To read my Lines to th' undifcerning crew 3 
But here's the reafon for'r, there are but few 
That love a Satyr well 5 mod are afraid 
Their Crimes may be like others, open laid. 

Pick any perfon out of all Mankind, 
He is to pride or avarice inclined 5 
This with the luft for s neighbour's wife runs mad, 
That's for th 5 unnatural ufe of fome fair Lad : 
This loves to gazeon's money ftill,and that 
Is ravifh'd with the fplendor of his Plate 5 
This to get wealth by merchandizing goes, 
Where the Sun fets, from the place where it rofe, 
Runs through all dangers head-long, and is toft 
From place to place as Whirlwinds blow the duft, 
Fearing left he fhould lofe his ftock, or not 
Increafe that vaft EJiate which he had got. 
Ail thefehate Verfes, and Verfe-makers fly, 
That Beaft the Poet comes hvare horns they cry : 
To make the People laugh, thefe Fellows ufe; 
Not to regard what friends they do abufe, j 

^And 



*look L S ATTRS. 213 

And whatfo'ere they write, they forthwith to 
The Politicians of the Conduit (hew, 
Or at the Bake-houfe, that Old Women and 
The roguihg Boys their jefts may undcrftand. 

Much good may 't do them, I on t'other fide 
With the name Poet won't be digntfi'd. 
Out of their number, whom the world does own 
For Poets, Pm excluded, being none : 
For to com pole a Verfe, or write as we 
Do naturally fpeak 'snot Poetry. 
That noble Title Poet thofe doth fit. 
Who have good Stile,high Fancy,and quick Wit 5 
And therefore fome have ask't whether, what I 
Have written be Poem or Comedy, 
Becaufe no fait, no flame, nor Jpirit be, 
Or in the words or fenfe which comes from me 5 
Which would be very Profe, but only I 
My words to feet and numbers ufe to tie : 
But in a Comedy the Poet brings 
A Father raging in 'caufe his Son clings 
T* a common proftitute, and does refufe 
That wealthy match which the old man did chufe, 
And being drnnh^, walks in the open day 
With a Torch flaming in a fcandalous way; 
Pomponius Father, if alive .would thus 
Rebuke his Son for being lecherous. 
Tis not enough to make Verfe fmoothly run 
With fine culTd words, but if they are undone, 
And made plain Profe, would as unpleafant be 
As the foure Father in the Comedy. 
If from the Verfes which I u(e to make, 
And thofe which once Lncilius writ, you take 

P 3 The 
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The feet and meafure, and do difcompofe 

The order of thofe words, and make them Profe ; 

Placing thofe words before which (land behind, 

And fo invert their order, you will find > 

The quarters of a Poet (till appear 

In every faience fcatter'd every where, 

Nor like this Verfe 5 When as the cruel jars 

Of Wars had broke our iron pojis and Lars. 

So much for that $ we'l take a time to know, 
Whether this Poetry be right or no ; 
Now I would only ask whether to thee 
A Satjr can juftly ofFenfive be. 
The bawling Lawyers and the formal Judge, 
When they in Gowns and with their Law-tools 
Make Male favors tremble, while that he (drudge, 
That's innocent contemns their Pageantry. 
Though thou'rt a malefacfpr] yet fince I 
Am no Informer^ why do'lk from me fly ? 
No Books of mine do proftituted lie 
On publick Stalls to tempt th' enquiring Eye 
Of Paflengers, foyl'd by the grealie Thumbs 
Of every prying nafty flown that comes. 
I feldom do rehearfe, and when I do, 
Tfis to my Friends, and with reluffance too ; 
Not before every one, nor every where j 
We have too many that Rehearfers are, 
In publick Baths, and open Markets tOO> 
In the ceiPd Chambers where their voices do 
Double by repercujfion, they rehearfe 
Infipid notions tortur'd into Verfe. 
Thispleafes empty Fops, who never mind 
True wit and Jenje, fo rhime and feet they find. 

Thou 
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Thou (ay'ft I love to jeer, and ftudy it 

To gratifie my own ill-naturd wit 3 

Where didft thou pick up this report? or who 

Of my acquaintance e re reputes me fo > 

« That perfon who backbit™ his abfent friend, 

« Or when another does, will not defend 

" His reputation 3 he that aims to be 

« Thejejier in all foolijh company, 

« AmJitious of the Title of a Wit, 

« A blab ofs tongue, who what ere yon commit 

" TJnto his truji, difcovers and betrays, 

" And impudently lies in what he fays : 

" This is a dirty fellow, fnch a one 

" Evry true Roman is conce rtfdto Jfmn. 

I've feen a dozen men together feaft, 
And one hes rudely jeer'd at all the reft, 
Except his Friend, which entertain d them all 5 
But being drunk at laft on him did fall. 
When Wine(Truth's Mother)had unlockt his Brett, 
Reveal'd thofe thoughts that there did Itnother d 
Thou who abhorr'ft bafe Fellows,wilt (uppofe (reft. 
This beaji free, civil, and ingenious. 

Whilft if I do difcover and deride 

Some powdred Coxcombs vanity and pride j 

Or elfe fome nafty Sloven, thou doft fall 

On me, as envious or Satyrical. 

If in thy prefence any perfon does 

Report Petillus Sacrilegious, 

Thou (as thy cuftom is) wilt him defend. 

And lay Petillus was thy antient Friend 5 

From Children you were converfant, and he 

With Kindneflfes was ftill obliging thee, 
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The thought of him does much thy Spirit chear, 
That he is well, and thou enjoy 'ft him here ; 
But yet thou canft not but admire how he 
Himfelf could from that judgment fo well free. 
Such friends are like the Scattle-fijh, whofe skin 
Is white without, but all black juyce within 3 
This is the rnfi of Friendfhip, and this vice 
(If any promife in my power lies) # 
I freely promife thou (halt never find 
In all my writings no nor in my mind. 

u If I fpeak what is jocular and free, 
4C You by the Law are bound to pardon me* 
My honoured Father , now deceas'd, did ufe 
Into my mind thefe precepts to infufe 5 
Obferve ("quoth he) their end who vice purfue, 
And thou by that all Vices wilt efchew : 
When he did prefs me to good Husbandry, 
And thrifty frugal courfes, and to be 
Content with that Eftate which he had got, 
And did intend to leave me 5 do'ft thou not 
(Said he ) obferve the wealthy Albim Son 
Into what want he is by wildnefi; run ? 
See what a fhabby Fellow's Barrus grown, 
Barrus the ranting'ft: Gallant of the Town 5 
A good inftru&ion for young Heirs, that they 
Should not their Patrimony fool away ! 
And w hen from love of Whores he would deter me 
He to Seffanus fad Fate would refer me, 
That after marri'd Wives I (hould not ftray, 
But ufe my pleafures in a lawful way. 
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Pbilofoyhy will with much reafon (heW (purfue. 
What thou ftiould'ft fhun, and what thou ftiould'ft 
If thou canft well obferve thofe prudent ways, 
In which our Fathers walk'd in former days. 
And keep thy life and reputation free 
From vice or (caudal whilftthou'rt under me, 
I'm pleas'd : But when thy mind and body too 
By age to full maturity (hall grow, 
Tie turn thee loofe into the world. Thus he 
Did in my Nonage wifely nurture me : 
When he proposed a duty to be done, 
He'd fey, Thou haft a fair example (Son) 
Fordoing this, thou haft before thine eyes 
Thofe which to honour and great power did rife. 

And if hel'd have me any vice to flie, 
(SaysheJ A man may fee with half an eye 
This aft which now thou art about to do 
Is againft honefty and profit too* 
Since this mans nam^nd that's who did this thing, 
With general fcandal through the Nation ring. 

And as one Gluttons death doth much affright 
Another, and fufpend his appetite 
For fear of death, fo others infamy 
Make tender Spirits from thofe vices fly. 

Thus I liv'd unconcerned hi all thofe Crimes 
Which ruine young men in thefe impious times* 
Though I perhaps don't unpolluted live, 
But havfe fmall faults,which men may well forgive, 
And which my fecond thoughts and a true friend, 
And voider age may teach me to amend 5 
For Fm not wanting to my felf when I 
Do realty alone, or in my Bed do liel 

Then 
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Then I think my k\F, this way is beft, 
And if I follow't, I am truly bleft, 
And to my Friends am grateful 5 but when I 



Should I be fuch an Afs to make the fame 
II] courfe my pattern, which has been his (hame > 
Thefe are my private thoughts, and when I light 
On a fpare minute I do Verfes write, * 
And this is one of thole (hfall iins which I 
Am guilty of, which if thou Ihould'ft deny 
To pardon, all of my Fraternity 
Would come to help me, for we Poets be 
A mighty number, and as once the Jews,') 
Romans to their Religion did feduce, > 
So we'l dub thee a Brother of the JMtife.y 



Satyr V.ByiB. 

A Journey from Rome to Brundufium; 

FRom fpacious Rome to Ark once went I, 
With Heliodorm in my company, 
The beft for Rbetoricfijthzx. the Grecians had 5 
Our Inn was fmall, our entertainment bad. 
From whence to Appii forum we did ride, 
Where Sailers and lewd Vi&uallers moft refide. 
We made it two days work, which might be done 
By thofe who had a mind in lefs than one. 
The Appian Road we did not tedious think, 
We travelFd flowly, and did often drink : 
Here, caufej he water was unwholefome, I 
Refus'd to eat a Supper, but fate by 
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While my Friends did 5 I long'd to be in Bed, 
For night on tfr earth her fable wings had Jpread. 
And Jiucl^ the Heaven with Stars, but fuch a noife 
FCofe from the Sailers railing at their Boys, 
And their Boy a back again at them! So ho! 
The Boat, the Boflt I Plague on you, where d' you go ? 
(Says one) y oh Roguery on over -load the Boat y 
Ton lye (fays t'other with an open throat J 
Hold $ hold, now 'tis enough : And thus while they 
Harneft their Mules, and quarrel Cor their Pay, 
They fpenta whole hours time : the ftinging fleas 
And croaking Frogs deni'd me fleep and eafe. 
And now the Sailer being got quite drunk, 
With nafty Wine, begins to fing of s Pmk. 
The Mule-man does the like of his : both try 
Which fliould roar loudeft for the Viftory 3 
At length the Mule-man being weary grown, 
Falls faft afleep 5 while to a neighbouring Jione *• 
The lazy Mariner did tie the Barge 
With the Mules traces which was gone at large 
To graze 5 and likewife falls afleep till day, 
Then we perceiv'd the Barge was at a ftay, 
There being no Mule to draw her 5 thereupon 
Oat leaps a furly Fellow, and lays on 
The Mule-man and the Sailer head and fide 
With a tough Cudgel, which was well appli'd : 
Then in four hours we aQiore werefet, 
We waftit our hands and faces, and did eat : 
Then after Dinner three full miles walk we, 
And came to Anxur, where the houfes bfc, 
Cover'd with Polijht Stone, my honoui'J^ricad 

A & v j^m • a m a a 



Mtcet/as and Coccejus did inte 



To 



Digitized 



22c SATYRS. 

To take this Maritime City in the road, 
Both being fent Ambajfadors abroad 
'Bojjt State Affairs, and ufing to compofe 
All differences which 'twixt Friends arofe. 
Here I anointed thefe fore eyes of mine 
With the moft true CoUyrium exc'Jlent Wine. 
Then ftraight Maecenas, and three more I fee, 
Ingenious perfons all, and forthwith we 
With fcorn pafs by that petty Village, where 
That Scrivener* Lnfcus proudly rul'd as Mayor. 
With Mace, and Chain, and jFV,and Purple-Gown^ 
Strutting and domineering o're the Town, 
And came to Formis fbundly tired at laft, 
Where our Friends have good lodging and repaft: 

The next day was a bleffedday, tor we 
Came to a Town where Wine was good and free : 
Xhere Virgil^ Varius, and Plotinus met, 
men of fuch Souls the world can't equal yet, 
Nor are there any in the world to me 
So much obliging as thole perfons be. 
3ut oh ! what love, and what embracing 'twas ? 
And what rejoycing did between us pafs > 
" No man in's Wits can any thing commend 
cc Before a real and ingenuous Friend. 

Next to a fmall Maritime Village near 
Campania's Bridge we came, the Tovpnfmen there 
With Wood and Salt Maecenas did prefent 
As Fees, 'caufe in an EmbaJJy he went. 
From thence to Capua> betimes we came, 
Virgil and I did fleep, Maecenas game 3 
That toilfoqj play at Ball no way complies 
With Vhrgils ftomacb,nor with my blear-eye/. 

Hence 
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Hence we came to Cocceius houfe, which 19 
Seated beyond the Clandian Hofteries, 
A ftately houfe, where plenty did abound, 
And there we fplendid entertainment found. 

And now (my Mufe) affift me while I tell 
That memorable fquabble which befel 
Bf?w een Sarmentus that Buffoon, and one 
Mejfius, whofe Face with warts was over-grown 5 
And from that Noble antient Family 
T hefc Combatants deri v'd their Pedigree ; 
The Ojfian Nation unto Mejfius gave 
His being, but Sarmentm was a Slave. 
Of this condition and original 
Thefe two-tongu'd combatants began their braulj 
Thou Horfe-facd Raftal (fays Sarmentus firft) 
At which we fell a laughing, like to burft. 
Mejfius replies, Well, be it Jo 3 what then ? 
(And Ox-like toft his head at him agen.) 
Oh ! ("fays Sarmentus) What a dangerous Cow, 
Had not thy Horns been quite fawd off, wert thou 9 
Who art fo curji without them ? thy old face, 
{If pojfible) is uglier than it was. — 
Since thy great Wen on one (ide, now we find 
Cut out, it leaves an ugly brand behind. 
That botchy face of thine looks as if thou 
Hadji a Campanian Clap upon thee now. 
Thus he abus'd Mejfius face, and bid 
Him come and dance as Polyphemus did. 
No Vizard, nor yet Buskins needji thdu wear, 
Thy face and limbs can't jeemworje than they are. 
Mejjius retorts as much 3 Thou Deg (fays he) 
When will thy Jlavejlvp end? for though thou be 
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Note made a Scribe, thy Miflrefs right thereby 
Is not extwguijktt, ttllme, Sirrah, 
Didft thou fo often run away from her ? 
Js not a pound of breadfujficient fare 
For fuch a ftarveling flave as thou to eat .<? 
And with fuch pafiime we got down our meat. 

At Beneventum our officious Hoft 
Roafting lean Birds, was like himlelf to roaft. 
The pile of fire fell down, and fcatter'd flame 
Unto the roof of the old Kitchin came, 
The hungry Guefts,and Servants worfe than thole, 
Being afraid their jupper they fhould lofc, 
Began to fcramble^ and did more confpire 
To fnatch the viftuals, than to quench the fire. 

And now th'Apulian Mountains did appear, 
Which by Atabulius folcorched arc, j 
Thcfe we had ne're claw'd o're, but that there lay 
Trivicus to refrefti us by the way 3 
But fuch a curfed fi»ok$ did there arife (eyes, 
Froni the green boughs they burnt, it fcorcht our 
Here I the Coxcomb of the company 
Till Mid-night did in expectation lie 
Of a falfe Wemh % who promis'd to come to me, 
But fleep did come,and that more good did do ntf: 
But what I dream'd, and what on me befel, 
My body and my (beets can only tell. 

Thence four and twenty miles we were convey 'd 
By Coach , then in a little town we ftaid, 
Whofe name won't ftand in verfe,but yet there are 
Plain figns to know it by, they water there 
(The meaneft of all things Jfell,while trav'licrs may 
VVith fine bread gratis load themfelves away. 
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Bread at Canufiums gritty, water there 
Is as at Equotutium, very rare. 
Brave Diomedes of fo high renown, 
Twas he, that built in former time, this town. P 
Here Varius parted f rom's, and weeping went, ' 
While we his abfence did as much lament. 
To Rubi thence, we being tir'd, did get, 
The journey long, and worfe becaufe 'twas wet. 
Next day to Fifty Barus we repair, 
The xvay was worfe, but yet the weather fair ; 
From thence to Gratia, which did feem to be 
Founded in fpight of th' water Nymphs, for we 
Found wholfome water greatly wanting there, 
But we had excellent fport 5 for they did dare 
Perfuade me, that their Incenfe which they lay 
Upon their Altars, would confume away 
Without a fire, Tie ne're think 'tis true, , 
this ftory fits tlx uncircumcifed Jew 5 
For I well know the Gods livefieefiom cares x 
And n&re concern themselves in mans affairs, 
And when as Nature any thing does do, 
Which Mortal men are moft accuftom'd to, 
I don't believe that 'tis the careful Gods 
Send down this wonder from their high abodes. 
Thence to Brundufium we our travels bend. 
And here my faper and our journey end. , 



• 
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Satyr VL By Sir R. F**^(*„ 

To MAECENAS. 

He reprehends the vain judgment of the people of 
Rome concerning Nobility \ meajuring the fame by 
antiquity of Pedigree^ not by vertue } nor willingly 
admitting to Magijiracy any but fuch as were ador- 
ned with the former. That there was no reafonto 
envy him fir the fiiendfjip of Maecenas , as for a 
Tribunefhip 3 fince that was given by Fortune, but 
acquired by the recommendation of vertue. Lajily y 
Jfiexvs his condition in a private life to be much bet- 
ter } than (if he were a Magijirate) it could be. 

Nj Ot that the Tufcans (who from Lydia came) 
Have nothing nobler, than Mdcenas name 5 
Nor that thy Mothers, and Sires Grand-fire were 
Gen'rals of old, makes thee as moft men, fneer 
Thy nofe up at poor folks, and fuch 3s me, ! 
Born of a Father, from a Slave made free. 
When thou affirm'ft, It skills not of what kind 
Any is come 5 if of a noble mind } 
Thou deem'ft (and right) that before Tullus reign, 
(Who was a King, yet not a Gentleman) 
Many a man of no degree, no name, 
By great atchievements to great honors came. 

Levinus contrary (Falerio's Son, 
By whom proud Tarquin wasexpelfd the Throne) 
Him worthle(s,ev'n the people {whom yon know) 
They fcom'd ; Thofe fools that honors oft beftow 

On 
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On undefervers, doating on gay men, 
Dazled with (hields and coronets. What then 
Shall we do, lifted far above their Sphere Y 

The people to Levinus did prefer 
A new man Decius ; yet now,ftiould I 
Stand for a place, hoarfe Appius would cry, 
Withdraw ! caufel'm no Gentleman: and ftiall, 
When Horace meddles farther than his Naul. , 

But Honour takes into his Golden Coach 
Noble and bafe. Tutttis, what haft to touch 
The Purple Robe (which C<efar forc'd thee quit) 
And be a Tribune? Envy thou didft get (Tpid., 
Thereby , by whom i'tti dark thou'dft neVe been 
For when the people fee a ftrange face ride 
Up to the ears in Ermins, and a lift 
(Or more") of Gold ; ftrait they demand, Who ist $ 
What was his Father * Juft as when fome youth , 
Sick of the Fafhions (to be thought, forfooth, 
Handfome) inflames the fairer Sex, to call 
His face in queftion, hair, teeth, foot, and fmall. 
So when a man upon the Stage (hall come* 
And fay, Give me the Reins that govern R.ome, 
Tie manage Italy, the State Jljall be 
My care, J, and the Church likgrvife : Ods me I 
It forces every Mortal to enquire 
And know who was his Mother, who his Sire ? 
Shall then the off-fpring of a Minftrel darei 
Difplace this General, condemn that Peer > 

Novius was one hole lower. Being the fame 
My F ather was,you'd think from Brute he came* 
But if two hundred Drays obftruft a ftreet, 
Or with their Trumpeters, three Funerals meet 5 

Q Louder 
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Louder than all he chafes with brazen lungs, 
And this is fomething to awe peoples tongues. 
But to my felf, the Son of the freed-man 

0 (EtiVj cries) The fon of the Freed- man I 
MscenaS) now, Becaufe thy Gueft : before, 
Becaufe a Roman Tribunes charge I bore. 
Thefe two are not alike : I may pretend, 
Though not to office, yet to be thy friend, 
Thou being chitfly in this cafe fo choice, 
Not guided by Ambition, popular voice, 
Or by a chance : Virgilh'is word did paft 
For me, then Varus told thee what I was. 
When firft prefented, little faid I to thee, 
(Tor Modcfty 9 s an infant) did not (hew thee 
A long-tail'd Pedigree : I did not fay, 

1 bred Race-horfes in Apulia: 

Told what I was. As little thou replied'ft, 
(Thy mode) I go : at nine months end, thou bid'ft 
Me, of thy Friends, be one. Of this I boaft, 
That I pleas'd thee (who to dijiinguiffj know'ft) 
Not Noble, but of fair and Cryftal thoughts. 

Yet, if except fome few (not hainow} faults, 
Ny Nature's ftraight (as you may reprehend, 
In a fair face, fome moles.) If Cto commend 
My felf) I am not given to avarice $ 
Not nafty,not debaucht, not fold to vice, 
Lbv'd by my Friends, obedient to the Laws, 
Of all thefe things my Father was the caufe. 
Who though but tenant to one (mail lean Farm, 
In Flavio's School woul&ntver let me learn. , 
When great Centurions fent their great Boys thither, 
Their left arras crampt with ftones,huug in a leather 

Bag, 
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Bag, with a counting- board $ but boldly parts 
With me (a child) to Rome : t'irrMbe thofc ai ts 
A Knight, or Senator, might teaclrtiis Boy 5 
That who had feen ray cloaths, and my convoy 
OfServant$,cleaving through a prefs, wou'dfwear 
Some wealthy Grandfire did my charges bear. 
Himfelf (the tarefutt'jl Tutor) had his eye 
Over them all. In Ihort my Modefty, / 
(Vertues firft bloom) fo watring from this Well, 
He both prelerv'd my whitenefs and my fmell : 
Norfear'd, left any (hould in time to come, 
Blame him he had not bred me (till at home 
To his own Trade , or I my (elf complain 5 
(The more his praifemy debt,) if I have braid. 
Of fuch a Father now (hall I repent, 
Like fome that quarrel with their own defcent, 
Becaufe their Blood from Nobles did not flow ? 
Reafonas well as Nature anfwers, No : 
For if I fhould unweave the Loom of Fate, 
And chufe my (elf new Parents, for my State, 
In any Tribe : Contented with mine own, 
I would not change to be a Confuls Son. 
Mad, in the Vulgars judgment : But in thine 
Sober, perchance : becaufe I did decline 
An irkfom load I am pot us cl to bear. 
For I rauft feek more wealth ftraight, if that wete ^ 
And, to beg Voices, many a vifit make, 
Muftat my heels a brace of Servants take 5 
For fear my Honour (hould be feen alone, 
To go into the Country, or the Town. 
There muft be Horiesftore, and Grooms thereto, 
A Littcr'tto be bird too ; Whereas now 
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Tis lawful for me on a Bob-tail Mule 
To travel to Tvrcntum^ if I wull ; 
My cloak-bag galling her behind, and I 
Digging her (boulders. Not, with Obloquy, 
Like TuUm+ when in Tikr-Road he's feen 
Attended with five Boys, carrying a skin 
Of Wine, and a Clofe-ftobl : Brave Senator, 
More decently than thou, and thoufands more, * 
I could dp that. Where e're I lift I go, 
Alone, fl^orice" of Broth and Barley know 3 
Croud in artvery Sight, walk late in Rom : 
Vifit the Temple with a Prayer : then home 
To my Leek-pottage,and Chich-peafe.Three boys 
Serve in my Supper 5 whom to counterppife 
One bowl, two Beakers on a broad whitefflate, 
A pitcher with two zzx%(^Caw$a*tian plate) *Eartben. 
Then do I go to fleep 5' fecurely do't, 
Being next mortjiug to attend no fuit x x\ 
In the great Hall (where Marfya doth look, J} 
As if loud Nomios face he could not brook J ... >' 
I lie till four. Then walk, or read a while* 
Or write to pleafe my felf 5 noint me with Oil : 
(Not (uchlas Nafta paws himfelf withal, 
Robbing theLamps.J Wheqnear hisVettical 
The hotter Sun invites us ti? a Bath 
For ourtir d Limbs,Iflie theUog-ftars wrath, 
Having din'd only fb much as may ftay • 
My appetite : Loiter at home all day. - 
Thefe are my folaccs : this is the life 
Of men that (hun ambition, run from ftrife. 
Lighter than if I foar'd on Glories wing, 
The Nephew, Son, and Crand-fonto afKing. 

Satyr 
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Satyr VII. By A B.rmr 

A Braul between two. railing Buffoons, 

.c;;; r ^/ : (thing, 
HE venomous railing of that black-mouth'd 
Who lately was prefcrib'd Rupillius King 7 
Againft that mungrel Perfian, and how he 
ReVeng'd himfelfon King again 5 thefe be 
Things (I fuppofej notorioul^qiowa 
The talk of every Barbers (hop 

This Perjlan being rich, his weaitficlid draw 
Much bufirieft, and that bufinefs fuits in Law 5 
And with Rupillius King, among the reft, 
He had \ very troublefome contejt 5 
He was la furly fellow, proud, andiold, 
And abltit Kwg hirafelf with eafe t' out-fcold, 
rfuch a)bitter and inve&ive fpe^th, < 

Billinfgate to rail could fe&ch. 
T/^g, fince nothing could compofe 
Tence^M^hich between them rofe, 
Thefe two Tongue combatants began their fray, 
When Brutus govern d wealthy AJia 
To th' Hall they ccime contendin^g^gerly, 
Both matcht asecjijafiyas Fencers be 5 * " >^ 
They^ade mexd&i^ Scene: Firft hi4h^Court 
The Petyfon pleads hisVaufe, and made good fport, 
Our General Brutus to the skies he rais'd, 
And his" vittorious Army highly prais'd 5 
Call'd him the Sun of Aft, and all 
His Captainshe propitious Stars did call, 
Except thv Buffoon King ("fays he J who's far 
More nrifchievous t you all, than the Dog-ftar 
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Is to the Husband-man : thus on he ran, 

And by his railing, bore that baffled man 

Quite down before him 5 like a Winter flood, 

Which drives down every thing that e'rewithftood 

Its rapid motion, and by violence 

Hoots up the trees, and fothe Axe prevents. 

Thus wh^n two Warriers engage in fight, 
And both of equal courage, skill, and might, 
Honour's their aim, both fcorn toyteld or run 5 
The more their valour, the more mijchiefs done* 
So valiant Hc ffor when he did engage 
'Gainft ftout Achilles, fuch a deadly rage 
Did animate them both, that nothing cou'd 
Satiate their fury but each others blood, 
And death of one, meerly 'caule both were ftout, 
Conquer or die both could, but ne're^i'je out. 

But when two Cowards quarrel, or if one 
That couragehas, contends with one of none 3 
(As Diomedes once with Glaucus did) 
The Coward yields or runs for't,and inftead 
Of blows, gives bribes, and prefents to his Foe y 
Only to fave his life, and let him go." 

King rallies up his thoughts, and then retorts 
Inveftives falfe, and many of all forts : 
Juft like a furl y Carman, who(e rude tongue 
Out-rails all Palkngers, bit right or wrong } 
He had not wit to jeer, but rudtly bauls, 
And thefmart Peflan Rogue and Cuckold ealls. 
The angry Per (ton being (b much ftung 
By the reproaches of th' Italians tongue, 
Cries out, Oh Brutml by rfa« Gpds 1 pray* 

Thou whofe profcffions to take Kings away, 

Mur- 
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Murther this one King for me,thou'It gain more 
By this,then all the Kings th' hart kill'd before. 

1 u- - — , _ 

• « 

Satyr VIII. By A. B.r^j^ 

A Difcovery of Witchcraft. , 

OF an old Fig-tree once the trunk was I, 
And as a ufelefs piece of wood laid by, 
Till an ingenious Carpenter who found 
Me lying fo negle&ed on the ground, 
Took me in hand to form me with his tool, 
But whether he (hould make of me a ftool, 
Or a PriafUf) was & thing that did, 
Long time perplex this politick workcmaris head 3 
Till after long deliberation, he 
For mighty reafons made a Qod of me. 

Hence does my Deity proceed, and I 
Here ftand the thieves and birds to terrific 3 
The thieves I fright away with my right hand, 
And my long pole which does ere&ed ftand 5 
My Crown of Heeds does drive the birds away, 
That they dare not in our new Gardens prey. 

The ground where I now ftand was heretofore 
A common Burying- place for all the poor, * 
Whole carcafes in mean fmall graves were laid, 
And this the publick Sepulchre was made 
For th' meanefi fort of people, thofe men which 
Were much the poorer 'caufe they had been rich. 
The bodies of uich Jpend-thrifts here were caft > 
As fool'd their means away, and lacked at laft. 

A thoufand foot in length, three hundred wide , 
Which from the reft a Land-mark did divide, 

Q_4 Whofe 
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Whofe plain infcription did defcribe to th* Heirs, 
Which ground was Sacred, and which ground was 
theirs. 

Now men i'th* healthy Church-yard live,and where 
Dead bodies ftunk, the living take frefti air, 
And on that green hill now we walk which once 
Was all deformed and cover'd o're with bones. 

But yet the thieves and birds which hither come, 
And haunt this place, are not fo troublefome 
To me, as thofe who charms and poifons ufe, 
With which they do poor mortal minds abufe, 
Thefe I can neither hinder nor deftroy, 
But in the (dent nights, by Afoon-fcine they 
Into thefeGardens fteal, and pick up there 
Dead humane bones and herbs that poifonous are. 

Here that old Hag Canidia I fpi'd 
In a black garment clofe about her ti'd, 
Bare-foot ftie walkt, her locks dilhevel'd were, 
And that Witch-major Sagana with her : 
Howling like Wolves, of pale and ugly hew, 
They both appear'd raoft ghaftly to my view, 
With their long nails to fcratch the earth they 
went, 

And with their teeth a Lamb in fundcr rent, 
Whofe blood they pour'd into their new-dig'd fit, 
And conjur'dup tlx infernal Fields with it, 
Such Spirits as could anfvper to what ere 
They did demand } two Images there were 
Brought by thefe Hags , by which they did their 
One made of »w/,the other made of vpax.(kpacks, 
The woollen was the greater, that it might 
The little Waxen Image curb and fright. 
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This Wax Effigies ftood cringing by, 

As finking under its fervility. 

One Hecate invokes 5 Tifyphone 

Is charmed by t other : Serpents one might fee. 

And the infernal Dogs run out and in. 

The bafhful Moon for fear (he (hould have been 
A witnefi tcuhefe jnglings hid her face, 
And made our Sepulchres her lurking place. 

If I lie t' you in any thing I've (aid, 
May the Crows with their dung pollute my head ! 
May all the rogues and whores ^ and thieves in town, 
Caft their bafe Excrements upon my crown ! 

What need I all thofe tricks to mention, which 
Were done by Sagana that damn d old Witch ? 
And by what Artifice the Ghofts and (he 
Difcours'd together with variety 
Of tones, now (hrill, now flat, and how they did 
Hide under ground by ftealth the hairy head 
Of an old mlfi with teeth of fpeckled fnafa 
Then with the waxen Image they did make 
The fire to blaze : But that I might not be 
A tame Jpetfator of this foolery, 
And thofe Impoftnres unreveng d behold, 
Of both thofe Hags fo ugly and Co old 5 
f from my Godfiips entrails backward (poke 
As thund'ring as a bladder when 'tis broke 5 
\way run both the Witches into Town, 
Dut dropt Canidias fet of teeth, and down 
3Jd Sagana her fnakgs and poifons threw 
\nd all her conjuring tools, off likewife flew 
-ler Perriwig, 'twould make one break his heart 
/Vith laughter, to obferve how one found fart 
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Broke from a God, two Witches frights away, 
And made them run from one more weak than they. 
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Satyr. IX. 

A description of an impertinent pr&ing Fool. \ 

« 

• 

OF late along the greets I raufing walkr, 
And to my felf fome learned whimfte talk tj 
When loea wand'ring Trifler to me came, 
Whom fcarce I knew, lave only by his name 5 
And with familiar freedom took my hand, 
Asking me, How I did £ At your command 
(Said I) God keep you Sir. He following ftill, 
I turn 'd about, and ftopttoknow his will. 
What? don t you know me, man t (faid he) 1 too 
A Virtuofo am as well as you. 
The more I honour you, Sir, (I reply'd) 
And ftill all ways to (hake him off I try'd 5 
In thoufand different poftures I did go, 
Sometimes I walkt apace, and fbmetimes flow $ 
Sometimes I whifoerd in my Foot-boys ear, 
And all the while did fweat all pYe for fear. 
Oh happy he! (to mutter I began) 
Who hugs himfelf at an impertinent man I 
Oh happy ! who as well himfelf can feaft 
On the moft foolijh talker as the beft ! 

In the mean time his tongue did gallop on, 
Letting no ftreet, nor fign, nor houfe alone ; 
At laft, perceiving I did nothing mind, 
(He faid) 700V/ fain be rid of me, 1 fnd 5 
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But you, nor I have now not much to do, 

We therefore wait upon you where you go: - 

Where lies your way ? 0 Lord, pray Sir do not 

Tour felf for me to fo much trouble put^ 

My journey lies almofi as fafs the Tower ^ 

To vifit one you never faw before. 

That's nothing Sir, Tm perfeUly at leifure, 

And a long walk, with you I count a pleafure. 

With that I (hrunk my (boulders, hung my ears, 

\s a dull A fs that too great lading bears. 

Then he begins : If once you kftow me Sir, 
Ton fcarce to me would any Wit prefer, 
Who is there that can better Verfes write ? 
> who with greater fwiftnefican indite ? 
Who of your friends can more gentilely dance & 
Or who can better teach the mode of France } 
If you but hearmtjing, you will confef, 
I do excel thefamd Hermogenes. 

Here it was time tointerpole: Have you 
No Mother Sir r nor other kindred, who 
May want your company this prefent hour ? 

pale death did them long fince devour: 
rhe happier they } Nay then, in faith, go on,. 
Kill me out* right, my friend, (ince tU haji begum 5 
Wjlaji hours come, and now 1 plainly fee 
n hou wert intended by that Prophefie 
Vhich my Nurfe §ak§, when I an Infant was, 
lapping my feet, and Jmding in my face, 
hefaid; This Boy no poifon, nor no Jieel, 

pain of Cough, or Spleen, -or Qout,jhall feel, 
ht by feme fatal tongue pall be dejtroyd, 
bikers Jet him,when come to age, avoid. 
r * Over 
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Over againft Guild-hall at lengjh we came, 
He pelting me, I miferably lame. 
'Gods fo ! 'tis well remembred, hold, I pray, 
I have a caufe here to be trtd to day } 
Good Sir come with me in, Tie Jlraigbt d/ (patch. 
In hafte, like dying men, this bough I catch. 
In troth Sir I have no great skill ith 9 Law, 
My nod will keep no Judge or Jury in awe, 
Tie foftly walh^ before, and if you make 
Good fteed, you quickly me may overt ak^. 
Here he perplext ftood (till, and fcratchthis head. 
What? Jhall I lofefo dear a friend* (hefaidj 
Or by my abfence lofe my Cauje ? Nay Sir, 
I pray regard your buftnefi, do not frir. 
Let my Caufe Jink, (or fwini) Vie leave it here, 
So I my filf to fuch a friend endear. 

So on he leads, and I found 'twas in vain 
To fpoil my teeth by champing of the chain ; 
Straight he refumes his fir ft Difcourfe ; And how ( 
How with my Lord Jiands your condition now ? 
My Lord's a prudent man, and private lives, 
Never himfelf to much acquaintance gives 5 
You I raife a mighty Fortune under him, 
But yet methinks it would great wifdom feem, 
If you would take fome courje thofe to prefer 
About him, who might fiiD pojfef his ear 
Toy our advantage, and if I were one^ 
You might be fure to govern him alone: 
Tour quite mijiaken Sir, we live not fo 
As youfnppofe, nor yet as others do^ 
No fmall Intrigues that family does breed, 
No plots, nor little jealoufies does feed: 

' flout 
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None there does look, with envious eyes uf on 
bothers good, but loves it as his own. 
grange andunufual this which you relate, , 
But fo it is , the more Tm pajjionate 
To make one of your number, fhatyou may 
Without dijpute, if you I hut try the way } 
A man fo qualified as you appear, 
Ant be deny d admijfton anywhere. 
Well, to my j elf I will not wanting be, 
Vie watch his hours, his fervants l will fee 5 
I will falute his Chariot in the flreet, 
Tie bring him home as often as we meet : 
We Courtiers Jirivefor inter eji in vain, 
Vtikp by long observance it we gain. 

While he did thus run on, who (hould we me^t 
But my friend C — paffing crofs the ftreet, 
C — ftraight found what kind of man he was* 
Not to fee through him, needed he his Glafs : 
So when the ufual complements were paft, 
t trod on s toes, and foftly him embraced : " 
f wink'd, and (brug'd, and many figns I gave, 
Which filently did his affiftance crave : 
fot my unmerciful malicious friend, 
kem'd not to underftand what I intend, 
£njoy'd my mifery, and fmil'd to fee 
What fmall thin Plots I made to be fet free. 
}ear friend ! d' you remember who laft night 
Did us to dine .with him to day invite ? 
well remember it, but yet in troth 
have no mind tp go, for I am loth 
To break a fafting day, as we (hall there. 
That's nought, I have a difpenfation here. 

IV* 
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I've none (Tays he) I'm going another way, 
Tie keep my Confciencc, and the Church obey. 
This faid my witty Friend with cruel fpight, 
Leaves me even when the Butchers going to fin 
Under what curfed Planet was I born > 
By my companion to be left forlorn I 
Condemn d tofuffer this inceflant breath, 
And by perpetual chattering talk'd to death. 

But now at laft by great good hap there was 
A Bailiff' feiz'd on him as he did pate 5 
O have I caught you Sir, you muft with me, 
Pray Sir, will you againft him witnef s be ? 
Along they go, I for revenge too joynd, 
But in the Hall we fo great tumult find, 
Such heaps of Women followed us, and Boys^ 
That I with eaie tfcap'd amidft the noife. 
Sure great was my diftrefs, when even athr( 
Of Lawyer s was relief againft his tongue. 



Satyr X. By A. B.^^t 

Another Difcourfe of POET RT. 
Said indeed, the Verfe Lucilius writ 



That him againft this cevfure can defend > 

But in that very Page I f;ud withal, 
That with great Wit he dots the City maul, 
And did commend him for it much. But yet 
Though I allow him that, I don't admit , 
Lucilius was fo thorow-pacd a W it* 




h,'tis true 5 and wno'sfo void of wit 
fo much his Patron or his FrienA % 
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As to be good at every thing, for lb 

That fool Laberins Dogrel Rhintes might go • 

For excellent Poems, and be much admir'd. 

Though 't be a vertue, and to be defir'd 

To make an Audience laugh well, yet there be 

More things requir'd to make a Poet 5 he 

Muft be concife, his Verfe muft fmoothly flow, 

And not be clog'd with needlef words that grow 

A burden tp the Reader, who is tir'd 

With reading that which he at firft dejir'd. 

Sometimes 'tis good to ufe a doleful ftrain, 

But moft of all the brisk, and airy vain 3 

Now play the Rbetorician y and then 

To the Poetick. raptures fly agen. 

Sometimes write like a Gentleman, whofe part 

Is to write eafily without much art. 

A Drolling merry (tile does better hit 

Great matters, than a down-right railing Wit 5 

The antient Comic k Poets on this ground 

Are imitable, and to be renown d, 

But thofe our fpruce Gallants about the Town, 

f«Becau(e they underftand them not J cry down. 

To fing what Calvm and Catullus writ, 

Is th* height of all their learning and their wit. 

He that, fay they, in s Latine Verfes can , 

Mix ends of Greeks, that, that's the only man. 

5fou aged Blockheads ! who (6 doat upon 

That Rbodian Dunce, Poet Pythohon, 

\nd think that Pie-bald way in which he went 

Eo be both difficult and excellent. 

But oh ! an elegant difcourfe (youl fay) ♦ 
dade up of Greek, and Latine words look gay 5 

'Tis 
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Tis juft like Chian Wine when mixt among 
T^e Wine that to Falernum does belong. 

When thou wouldft Verfes make, imagine thou 
Wert for thy life to plead thy own caufe now, 
As did that criminal Petillus once, 
Would'ft thou tfiy Native language quite renounce, 
While the Kings Council in their Mother tongue 
Tug for thy Condemnation^ right or wrong? 
To interlace thy (peech, woukTft thou incline 
With forein words, and like the Canujine, 
Speak a compounded Gibrijh 9 .<? But when I 
(Who am an In- land Poet) went to try 
To make Greek Verfes, after midnight, when 
Thofe things are real which are dreamt by men, 
Romulus ftraight appear'd to me, and told me, 
All men would for as great a mad-man hold me. 
If I attempt t* increafe that tedious ftore 
Of the Greeks Poets* too too largfe before, 
As if I (hould Coals to Nen>~CaJilc fend. 
This to my Grecian verfing put an end : 
While fwelling Alpinwxtii his thund'ring Pen, 
Murders poor daughter d Memnon o're agen, », 
And by his barbarous Poetry deftroys 
Thofe things and perfons which he goes to praife. 

I fportmy felf with writing lines, which rie're 
Are fpoken in Apollo's Temple, where 
That Pedant Tarpa does prefume to fit, 
And with much boldnefs judge of little mt$ 
Nor are they oft obtruded on tHe Stage, 
To cloy the Stomach of the quea%y age, 
As now our modern Fundanus does, 
Who is in fcribling Plays facetious, 

And 
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And with a fubtle whote^ a cjunning knave, 
Charting old men, we the fame fancy have 
In all his Plays. And Tragick Polite fmgs 
In his three-footed Verfe the deeds of Kings : 
But our ingenious Varius does produce 
Better than any the Heroick^ Mule, 
And the (booth Rural Mufes do infpire * 
Virgil with foft and raoft facetious fire. 

Hence 'tis that I write better Satyrs then 
That blund'ring Varro, and that fort of men 
Who- have fo often tri'd to write, in vain* 
Yet I fall (hort ot our Lucilius ftrain, 
Who firft invented them 3 nor will I dare 
To jirip him from the Crown which did adhere 
T'his brows with fo much glory ; though I faid 
His Verfes did run muddily, yet they had 
More in them that deferv'd our great refpeft, 
Than all thofe Vices which we fhould rejeft. 

But prethee tell me } Did thy learned eye 
Nothing to be reprov'd in Homer fpy ? 
Did not Lucilius himfelf think fit 
To alter fomething of weak Accius wit ? 
Did he not laugh at Ennius lines, as though 
Some things in them were not quite grave enough ? 
And when of thee he a difcourfe did move, 
Thought thee as bad as thofe he did reprove > 
And what (hould hinder, but when ever wc 
Do read Lucilius works, we well may fee 
If 't were the imperfe#iori of his wit, 
Or crabbed Nature of the things he writ, 
Would not permit the Lines he made to be 
Elaborate, or run more evenly ? 
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Or if that any Poet took delight 
A Poem in Hexameter to write, 
Contented only that he had made up 
Two hundred Verfes when he went to fup, 
And after (upper juft as many mocp, 
Whofe rbimes did run as Caffius heretofore, . 
More fwift and raging than a Torrent does, 
Which being condemnd to fire, as ftory goes, 
Was burnt to allies with the Books he writ, 
(The juft reward of a voluminous wit) 
If he were now alive, and all that ere 
He found fuperfluous, away (hould pare, 
He Id fcratch his head were he a Verfeto. write, 
And often to the quick his nails would bite. 
cc He that would write what flould twice reading jiand, 
" Mufi often be upon the mending hand, 
" Ne re mind the praife of tti undifcerning Crew, 
u Content with learned Readers ^though but few. 

A rt thou fo mad thy Poems to expofe 
To Ballad- fingers and to Puppet-flows 2 
Not I (I vow) I'm like the bold wench, that 
By all the people being baited at, 
Since I (quoth (he) am Minion to a Knight \ 
I all the inferior rabble fcorn and flight : 
Shall fuch an Arfe-worm as Pantilius 
' , Difturb my thoughts? or when Demetrius does 
Behind my back traduce me, or that Afs 
Fanniu>s (who once Tigellius Crony ^as^) 
Abufes me, his envious rage to vent, 
Shall I then fooliftily my ielf torment > 
No 5 let Maecenas, and fuch men of wit 
As Virgil, will but read what I have writ, 

With 

4 
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With many fiiends and learned perfons'more, 
Whofe names I do inditjlriotffly pafs o're, „ 
Whom I defire to (mile on what I write 
How ill foe're , But if they (hould delight 
Lefs than-triy expectation, I fhould be ^ 
Exceeding forrowfulx But as for thee > 
Demetrius, thee Tigellins that be j 
But F idling Rogues, fret your felves and pine 
'Mongft your She-fcbolars at thefe lines of mine 5 
Sirrah, make all the hade you can, and look 
That all I've faid be added to my Book. 



The End of the Firft (Book of Satyrs. 
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Satyr I. By Sir £. Ftt \^c^ 



He dilates upon the advice given him by Trebatius U 
write the a&ions of Auguftus, rather than Satyrs 
(as things that are dangerous to meddle with) and 
pdevps why he cannot obey him. 

£Ome think I am too (harp a Satyrift, 
i^And that I ftretch my work beyond the lift. 
Others, what e're I write is needlefs fay, 
And that like mine a thoufand Lines a day 
May be fpun. What would'ft thou advife me now 
(Trebatius) in this cafe? Sit fiill As how? 
Not to write Verfe at all, do'ft thou aver 
As thy Senle > I do. Let me never ftir, 
If 'twere not better. But I cannot deep. 
For that, fwim Tyber (nointec^ thrice : or fteep 
Thy brains at night in Wine. If thou muft needs 
Write, dare to write unconquer'd C<efars deeds,, 
Great Rewards following. Father, that being it 
Tde fain be at, my will exceeds my wit. 
ftUf***^ ■ Not 
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Not every Pen can paint in horrid Field (kilJ'd, 
Thick Groves of Pikes, Spears broke in French-men 
And a hurt Parthian dropping from his Horfc. , 
His juftice though thou may *ft,and his minds force: 
As wife Lncilius thpfe of Sciph, 
Tie not be wanting to my felf, if fo 
Occafion ferve. The paflage niuft be clear 
When Horace words pierce Csfars (erious car : 
Whom, ftroaking, if we think t* approach : 'ware 
Is not that better than in Verfe that reels 5 ("heels ! 
To jeer thisGull,that Prodigal,wheneach(>each^ 
Man thinks he's meant(tho quite from thy thought! 
And hates thee for't ? what (hould I do ? being hot 
Fth' head, and feeing double through the Pot, 
Milonius frisks > Caftor on Horfe-back fights 3 
The twin of the fame Egg in Clubs delights. 
As many thoufand minds as men there be, 
I like Lncilius (better than both we J 
My words in Meeter love t' enclofe and bind. 
His way was, in his Books to fpeak his mind 
As freely, as his fecrets he would tell 
To a try'd friend : and took it ill, or well, 
He held his Cuftom. Hence it came to pafs, 
The old mans life is there as in a Glafc. 
His fteps I follow, whom you neither can 
Of Luca call, nor an Apulian. 
(For the Venufkn both their borders ploughs 4 
A Colony of Rome, as old F ame (hews, 
The Sabels thence expell'd to (top that Gate, 
And bean Out- work to the Roman State.) 
Yet Fde riot harm a Chicken with my will : 
For (hew and countenance bearing my Quill 

R 3 , Like 
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Like a Sword fheath'd 3 which why (hould I draw 
not 

Set on by Rogues ? with Ruft there may it rot 
O Jove, Father and King : and none bereave 
The peace I feek. But if there do, believe 
Me they will ru't, when with my keen Stile ftAig, 
Through the whole town they (hall in pomp be 
Servius the Penal Statutes (anger'd) threats (Tung. 
Canidia to witch them, gainft whom (he fets ; 
A mifchief 7V/#r, to all thofe wage Law 
Where he's a Judge, That every one doth awe 
Them whom he fears,with that where his ftrength 
And that by natures Law appears in this ; (is, 
Wolves (mite with teeth, Bulls with the horn (this 
muft 

Be taught them from within. ) With Sctva trufl; 
His long-liv'd Mother 5 my head to a groat, 
His pious hand (hall never cut her throat. 
Not hk $ No more than an Ox bite, a Bear 
Kick thee : but fhe (hall die of poifon. There 
Now lies his skill. Me, whether (in effe&3 
The quiet Harbor of old age expefr, 
Or death with fable wings hover about : 
Rich, poor, at Rowe, or by hard Fate thruft out 
Into exile ; in whatfoever way 
Of life, I muft write Verfcs : that'smy play : 
O Child ! thy Tapers near the end I doubt, 
And that fome great Mans brave will puff thee out, 
Why > When Lucilius durft begin this way 
Of writing Verfes, and the skins did flay, 
In which the outward-fair difguis'd their (harae 5 
Were Ldim and he that won a name 

From 
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From Carthage raz'd, offended with his wit > 
Or did they winch, Metellvs being hit } 
And Lupus ftript and whipt in Verfe ? yet he 
Spouted his Ink on men of each degree : 
None fpar'd but Vertue and her friends. Nay when 
Retir'd were from the Stage, and croud of men, 
Si Ws exalted vertue, and the mild 
Wifdom of Ldius : Till-the Broth was boil d ? 
They both would play and toil with him,ungtrt. 
Though I in wit, and in condition, (hort 
Am of Lucilius : Envy (hall confefs 
Againft her will, Fve liv'd neverthelels 
Amongft great men : and (thinking to have ftutf 
Here, for her rotten teeth) find I am tough, 
If learn'd Trebatius take me at my rate, 
N ay truly I can find nothing to bate 3 
Only I warn thee*, left through ignorance 
Of fetled Laws thou come to fome mifchance : 
If any write bafe Verfes againft other, 
It bears a (uit. If bafe, I grant : but Father, 
If any write good Verfe, that man isprais'd, 
Ctfar the Judg. . If 1 1 he ftr eet have rais'd 
By barking at a Thief, my (elf being none, 
The Bench with laughter cracks,I (freed)go home. 




S at y r II. By A. B.rv, 

The benefits of Temperance and Frugality. 

HOw great a vertUe 'tis, and how it tends 
To th* good of humane life ( my worthy 
To live abjlewioujly, is not to be (friends,) 
Learn'd at great Feafts made up of Luxury > 

R. 4 Amongft 
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Amongft your polifh'd Tables fpread in State> 
Loaden with Difties of ftupendious Plate, 
Whofe various fplendor does amaze the Eye, 
And make the />;/z,/e^appetite pafs by (be 
What's good, and choofe the worfe: but when you 
Flatting, then come fift out this truth with me. 

This is not my Senfe only, but Offellus 
That Country wit, this truth did long fince tell us, 
A prudent man, yet walkt not by a rule, 
Norlearn'd the formal Precepts of the School; 

You'l ask,why fafting?give me leavej'le tell youj 
You can no more with a full gorged belly 
Know vice from vertue, then a Judg that is 
Corrupt, difcern 'twixt truth and falfities. 

Suppofe you'd hunted hard, or us*d your force 
To ride and manage a high-metled Horfe : 
Or you whofe life before luxurfbus was, 
Should'ft on a Roman Souldicrs duty pafs,. 
Or (bould'ft at Tennis play with might and main, 
Whilft the delight makes youne're mind the pain 3 
Or had you been at §>uoiting, and had thrown . 
Into the yielding Air a pond'rous 
Till your much exercife had driven away 
That fuftenance which on your ftomachs lay, 
. When you are very dry and hungry grown, 
Then Fde fain lee you let coarfi food alone 5 
Or drink no Wine, unlefs you can procure « , 
Racy Canary, or what Claret's pure, 
Or if the Butler s abfent, or the Main 
By ftorms prote&s her Fift from being flain, 
A cruft of bread dipt into fait well may 
The barking Qf your empty ftomachs ftay; 

' / Youl 

> 
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Youlask me how this vcrtue may be got > 
"Truepleafiireinthe daintieft Dith does not ". 
" Confift, but in our fel ves, and any meat, 
"Is to us Venfon, if obtained by faeat : 
" But no delicious Banquets can invite, ■ 
"Or gratifie the gorged appetite. 

I don't, I (ban t perfwade you, but that men 
Will feed upon dry Peacocks, rather then 
The Fat, but common Fowl : Mens Palats be 
Corrupted with the very vanity 
Of things, and ftill defire to tafte that food 
That's very dear, and think it therefore good. 
Peacocks wit!) us the beft efteem obtain, 
Not for their Flefh, but for their gaudy Train, 
As if it would mens Palats gratifie, 
Toeat thofe Feathers they extol fo high : ' 
Or that the glorious Jheno would not be fpoifd, 
When you (hall fee a Peacock^ ftript and boil'd. 
Although the flefh of Hens and Peacocks do 
In nothing differ, it appears that you 
Are fool'd with various colours: Be fo ftill 
You'l wonder how I have attain 'd this skill. 

When youVe a Pike prefented in a Di(h, 
You ask impertinently, if that Fifh 
to the main Sea, Or in fiejh water's caught > 
And madly praife Mullets of three pound weight, 
Which you muft cut in pieces v but I fee 
Moft men meerly with }7 cws delighted be : 
Pray, for what reafon do moft men diflike, 
Though they love Mullets large) a well-grown 
rheir curiosity % the reafon for t, (Pik§ 9 

Caufe Nature made Pikes long, and Mullets fhort. 

When 

* < 
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When a man's jiomach is once hungry grown, 
He flights no food, the coar feft bit will down , 
But the luxurious Glutton fays, I wifh 
A pond'rous Mullet wallowing in my difhj^ 
Such fellows do only deferve to eat 
With ravenous Harpyes. I could with their meat 
Would with moifl: weather ftink i and loathfome 
But their frefoFifi mdVenifon will do fo 3 (grow, 
And to their glutted ftomachs naufeous be, 
By their too fulfom fuperfluity, 
When the cramb'd Glutton over-charg'd with meat, 
To get new ftomach does (harp Salads eat. 

Yetfometimes homely Diet does appear 
At mighty Princes Tables } for Eggs there 
(Which are fo common) fbmetimes may be feen, 
And the black Olives on their Boards have been. 

Though with the Crier Gallo 'twas not thus, 
Who was for Luxury fo infamous, 
Becaufe he Sturgeon firftdid bring tos Board, 
What can't the Sea Mullets enough afford ?' 

The Turbet in the Sea did fafely reft, 
And Storks lay unaiolefted in their neft, 
Till your luxurious May r (that would have-been) 
Ingenioujly brought their deftru&ion in : 
And now if any other perfon fhou'd 
Cry up the roafted Cormorant, rare food ! 
Our Roman youth, who've only vjtiou* wit, 
Would praife and imitate both him and it. 

Yet (as Ojfcttvs held) there's difference great 
Betwixt the jordid and the frugal meat, 
And men in vain do luxury efchew, 
If they do Jordidnef the while pqrfue. 

t _ So 

■ * 
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!o Avidiwus, whom we do juftly brand 

Vith name of Dbg, would eat wild Cornels , and 

[ept till 'twas fowreall the Wine he drunk, 

^nd all hisOyl intollerably ftunk, 

Mich from hi? aafty bom* he, drop by drop, 

Diftill'd ijpon the Colwort Sallet top > 

►Vith his own h^nd, but he would never fpare 

ro imft it o rc with his dead Vinegar \ 

rhoughon his Birth- day, or hi* Wedding-day, 

brother feafl, clad in his beft array. A 

What Diet then fhould a wife man be at > 
knd which of thefe two ftiould he imitate } 
leep the mid-road,and both extremes beware, 
Here lur^s a Dpg, and a fierce Wolf lies there. 
So cleanly he ftioujc} be as not t' offend 
By's naftinej? the ftomach of his friend b 
Not be extremeon either hand ins treat, 
Nor by too much, nor by too little me?t 5 
Nor like Albutius of old, who when 
He entertain d his friend^ wpuld beat his men : 
Nor negligent as Ntviw, who *t Fe*fts 
With greqfye water wduld prefent his guefts. 
This is a great vice alfo. Now, pray mind, 
What good in fiugal Piet you may find- 

Firffc you'I be very healthy 5 for you know- 
Vluch hartn to us from various meats do flow ; 
Hunk on that only D/fi\ which was your fare, 
How blith and healthy after it you were ! 
But when men fell to mingling roaft and boil'd, 
And fijh arid fowl together, health was fpoilM ! 
The tweet-meats turn d to Choler^ & tough phkgn* r . 

wed a difturbaqce in themws of them ; 

I *• " Ob- 
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Obferve how pale and fic\ a man does rife 

From board, confounded with varieties 5 

" M17 »>/>e# f body's overcharged, the mind 

ic // alfo in the difcompofure joynd, 

u And on the ground inhumanely does roul, 

M That fart of Heavenly breathy the precious foul! 

While he that does a (lender Diet keep, 
Can on the fudden lay his limbs to deep, 
And in the morning rile fo frefti to do 
Whatfoever bufwefi he's inclined unto. 

And yet this temperate perfon fometimes may 
Increafe his Table on fome Holy-day, 
Or when he means- his body to canfa 
Which is brought low by his abjiemioufnefls 
c< For years will fteal on men, old age muft be, 
* Becaufe 'tis feeble, handled tenderly. 

But if decrepit age on fome men feize, 
Or if they fall into fome (harp dijeafe, 
What tender ufage can be added more, 
Than they being young and lufty had before.? 

Our Anceftors (tale Venfon^ ufe to praife, 
Not that they could not fmell it in thofadays, 
Bat 'twas with this intent, that if a Guefi 
Came fome days after th* ending of the Feaji, 
'Twere better he (hould on cold Venfon fall, 
Than for the Majier to devour it all. 

I would to God I had been brought forth then, 
In that firft age among thofe worthy men. 

D' you value reputation, which to thf ear 
Is gratefuller than Verfe or Muftck are ? 
Great Turbots and fuch coftly Difties do 
Beget you damage and difcredit too 3 

Befides 

. - 
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Jefides your Parents and your Friends youmuft 
Cnrage, and prove to your own felves un juft 3 
\nd then in vain you will defire to die, 
^ot being worth a Groat a Rope to buy. 

You'l fay, fuch a poor fneak as Thrafius, 
fuftly deferves to be rewarded thus : 
5ut you've a great Eftate, wealth without end, 
\s much as will fuffice three Kings to fpend. 

What then ? Can there no better way be found 
ro fpend that wealth, with which you fo abound ? 
c Why (hould fo many brave men want ? and why 
1 Should the Gods antient Temples ruin'd lie 
c While you are rich ? Vile wretch ! Why wilt 
not thou 

Out of thy needlefs flore fomething allow 
For thy dear Comtreys good ? canft thou fuppofc 
Thy fate alone will ftill be prosperous 5 
Oh, how thine enemies will laugh at thee, 
When thourt reducdto want and beggary \ 

Which of the two can certaineft rely 
On his own temper in adversity } 
Fhat man whofe pamper'd body and his mind, 
Has ever been to luxury inclin'd, 
3r that's content with little, and doth fear } 
tfrhat may fall out, and wifely does prepare> 
0 time of peace things requilite for war f ) 

Now that you may believe this to be true, 
When I was young I this Offellus knew, 
\ man of great t ftate ,*yet fpent no more 
Than afterwards, when robb*do$ all his ftore. 
\ man might fee him with his cattel, and 
i\s children tilling his allotted land, 

And 
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And patiently bearing that he is 
Farmer of that Eftate' which once was his. * 
I never durfl: eat gny thing (held fay) * 
But Caul and Bacon on a working- day ^ 
But if an ancient friend with me had been, 
Whom a long time before I had not feen, 
Or a good neighbour came to vifit me, 
When rainy weather me from work let free, 
1 made him welcome, not with cojily Fifh, 
A Pullet i or a Lamb ferv'd for his difh > 
Dri'd Grapes and Nuts his fecond Courfe were 
made, 

And double Figs' were on the Table laid ; 
Then after Dinner 'twas our recreation 
To pafstfte Grace-cup roun#on Reputation. 
A health to Ceres that our Corn might grow, 
And fmooth'dwith Wine the wrinkles of our brow. 
Let Fortune rage, and raife commotions new, 
Can (he make me live meaner (Boys) or you ? 
For Nature ne're appointed him or riie, 
Or any elfe, proprietors to be 
Of our own lands, though now the time is his 
To turn me out, yet his mtkriftinefi 
Or ignorance of tricks \n law, or elfe 
Who e're furvives him\ him at laft expels. 
This Farm which now by Umbrcnas name is 
known 

Was mine, but none Can fa}% it is hh own^ 

" Tis thine, and mine,and his,liVe bravely then, 
" And in all troubles quit your felves like men. 

Satyr 
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Satyr III. By A. B. r(fy^s^' 

That every man is in Something ox other mad. 

■ * 

DAMASIPPUS and HORACE 

/ 

m 

• • Dam. 

THou writ'ft fo feldom,that there does appear 
Scarce a new Poem from thee twice a year, 
But vainly fpend'ft thy time in looking o're 
Thofe things which thou haft written heretofore : 
fin vex'd at thee, that thou do'ft thus refign 
Thy (elf up to the fway of Jleep and wine 3 
The Mnfes negligently laid afide, 
And we of what wefo defire deniM. 
Hor. What would you have me do ? 
Dam. Here thou haft been 
Hetir'd ever fince Cbrijimas did begin, 
Now thou rt at leifure, let's have fomething from 
thee 

That may appeafe our longing, and become thee 3 

Zome,ftrih$ up man, one Verfe. — « . 

Hor. No, 'twill not do. 

Dam, Thou blam'ft thy harmlefs pen , nay the 
wall too 

indures thecauflefs rage for native guilt, 
Caufe 'twas in fpight of Gods or Mujes built, 
rbou didft pretend, that if thou once could'ft be 
3ut of this Town from noife and bnfinef free, 
\nd to fome little Country ViU retire, 
n a mean Cottage by a little fire, 

• How ' 
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How many admirable lines (hould we, j 
As the effefts of thy retirement fee > 
Elfe to what end didft thou incumber thus 
Thy (elf with Eupolk, Archilocus, 
Menander, Plato, and fuch Books as thofe, 
If thou'lt not write at all > do'ft thou fuppofe 
That by declining venue thou (halt be 
ProteUed from the jaws of Calumny ? 
Thou wilt be laugh'd at for an Afs 5 come, loath 
Thofe lewd inchantments of that Syren (loath 5 
Elfe all that honour which about thee ftiin'd, 
Got by thy excllent parts rauft be refign'd. 

Hor. J Pox on your too true counsel. Now (I 
The Gods to (end a man to (have afray (pray J 
That formal beard of thine 5 but prethee how 
Cam'ft thou me and my humor thus to know ? 

Dam. Since my Ejtates confum'd I go no more 
To the Exchange, as I did heretofore, 
But having now no bulinefs of my owd, 
Toother men I am a Broker grown 5 
In former time, I gave my mind to know . 
Whether a Statue were well made or no 5 
What was well carvd, or painted, and what ill, 
And how to fell or buy them I had skill. 
If a rare picture any where I found, 
I would not care to give a thoufand pound. 
Gardens and Jiately Houfes\ could buy 
And fell to great advantage, (b that I 
When I was feen thorough the City ride, 
Here comes, the Purchaser, the people cri'd. 

Hor. I know it, and I can't but wonder how 
Thou com'ft thus cur'd of that dijiemper now. 

Dam. He 
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D<w*. Tic tell you what feems ftrange, and yet 
My tfWdifeafe wasdriv'n out by my aw ('tis true, 
Asinfome W*&r there is wont to be 
The Head-ach cured by a Plurijie, 
Or one that has a Lethargy endur'd 
Crows frantic^ and beats him by whom he's cur'd* 

Hor. Be thou zsftanthk, as thou wilt, fo as ; 
Thou wilt not (erve me as the Do&or was, \ 

Dant.Good friend,don'c cheat thy felf,ev'n thoti 
And all the world are very near as bad, (art mad* 
If what Stertinim the Stoick, faith 
'Mong prudent men, does merit any Faith* t 
That grave Philofopher at firfb taught me 
Thefe admirable precepts, and 'twas he 
My Spirits in my great affli&ion chear 'd, 
And will'd me wear this PhilofophicJ^beavd 5 
And from Fabritius Bridge return agen 
With fpirit undijlurVd and calm, for when 
All my Eftate was goqe, I thither went 
My Cap pluck'd o're my eyes, vith an intent 
To drown my felf, I fortunately ipi*d 
That learned Stoick^ {landing by my fide, (heed 
What do'ft thou mean (quoth he)young rnan?take 
That thou do not an unbecoming deed* 
ThouVt driven to this by fiam that's very bad, 
Fearing 'mong mad men to be counted mad / 
Confider fir ft what madnefih, and then 
If 't be in thee, and in no other men, 
Go bravely hang or drown thy felf for me j 
Tie never (peak a Word to hinder thee. 
He w&b to vitious f$Hy is ineltn'dj 
Arid is by ignorance of truth led blind^ 
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Is by the Stofr^counted out of 's Wits, 
This definition all degrees befits : 
All perlbns, nay great Princes, every one 
It comprehends, but the wife man alone 5 
Nay, give me leave, and Fie demon fir ate how 
He who calls thee^/s as much fool as thou, (they 
Like Travlers paffing through a Wood , when 
Range up and down miffing their ready way, | 
This to the right, that to the left hand ftrays, 
One error fools them both, though feveral ways. 
And tho thou think'ft thou rt mad, yet even he} 
Is not a jot lefs mad that laughs at thee, > 
Both to Fool-coats have like propriety, ) 
There is one fort of fools thatftart and quake 
At the Chimeras which their fancies make, 
Cries out recks, fire, and water him detain, 
, When he is only walking on the plain : 
Another which is full as mad as he, 
Though in his humor he goes contrary, 
Runs through all fin and water, ventures life, 
Though Father, Mother, Brother, Sifter, Wife, 
Or ("which is more^ his Mifiris (hould ftand by, 
And warn him of the danger he is nigh, 
Crying aloud, Take heed 5 he'ld care no more 
Than Fnfim the A&or heretofore 
When he the part of Hecuba did play, 
And fhould prefent her fleeping, down he lay, 
Drunk and afleep 3 Catien the Player who 
The part of Polidore did alfo do, 
* Though he cri'd , Mother, 'tfr I call y on, n>*ke, 
A thoufand Catieni could not make 
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Her ftir : I think that all the Vulgar be A; -J 
In feveral humors as ftark mad as he. , • 

To buy old Statues you fuppofe I'm mad, 
But was not he that trujied me as bad ? (ne re 

Hor. May'ft thou now borrow money of me, and 
Pay me a farthing on'tagen, if e're 
I fay thou'rt mad. Can it with tnadnefs ftand 
When thou art ftill on the receiving hand ? 
But is not that Shop-keeper madder far 
Who flights a ready-money Cujiomer, 
And deals with thee on Credit } for fuppofe 
A Debtor (houid acknowledge that he owes 
A thoufond pounds tos Creditor, and (hou'd 
Give it him under's hand, this is not good 3 
Nay, if he feal a Bill or Bond for't, or 
Whate're binds Debtor to his Creditor, 
Recognizances, Statues, Mortgages, 
Judgments, and Executions, all thefe 
A cunning Knave that knows the guerks of w 
Will no more value, than he does a Uraw : 
When you arrefi him he will laugh at all ' 
Thofe troubles which on other men befall^ 
And thorough all the Cobweb-lam efcapes, 
Varying his tricks as Proteus did his ftiapes. 
If by the conduft of affairs we can 
Judg of a mad or of a prudent man, 
Thy Creditors a Coxcomb, who takes pain 
To write in's Books what's ne're croft out again* 

Some, (ays Stertinius^ hearken 5 nay, come near, 
And mind what I (hall tell you, whofoere 
Is by a vain and lewd ambition fway'd, 
And he whom fordid avarice has made . 

S a took 
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Look like a Skeleton all thofe that be 

Given up to a deftru&ive luxury, . 

To doating faperjiition are inclin'd, 

Or any Rich dijiemper of the mind, 

Are all ftark wad. The Mi fir ftands much more 

Than other men in need ot Hellebore : 

I doubt, all that Anticyra produces, 

Was meant by Nature only for their ufes. 

Staberiui by his Will his Heirs injoyn'd 

T J engrave on's Tomb what wealth he left behind. 

And if they would not do it, he defign'd 

They fhoulda hundred pair of Fencers find 

To treat the rout, and (hould provide a Feaji 

AS famptuous as if Arius were their Gueft, 

And as much corn as e're in Afih\ grew, 

This is my will (fays he^ whatis't to you, 

Whether 't be well or ill ? you will not be 

My Unckles, and leave your eftates to mc. 

Hor J think Staberius was a prudent man.f than, 
Dam. What do you think of his great prudence 
When he en joyn'd his Heirs they (hould engrave 
Upon his Tomb what monies he did leave 
Behind him? and in all his whole lifetime 
Thought Poverty to be the greateft Crime, 
And abhorr'd nothing more, and if he (hou'd 
Have di'd lefs rich, he thought himfelf lets good. 

" For every thing divine and humane too, 
<c Vertue, wit, comelinef and honour do 
<c Submit their necks to riches fplendid fway, 
" Which tvhofoever heaps together, may 
Be noble, valiant,juJi,sLnd wije $ nay, King, 
Or (if 'twere poftible) a higher thing : 

* * He 
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He hop'd by's Wealth to get immortal fame, 

As if he had by vertue raised the fame, 

How contrary was Arijiippus mind 

To this } That great Philofopher enjoyn'd 

His men to throw his Gold o'th' Lybian fhore, 

Becaufe the weight on't made them travel llowcr 5 

Which was the madder of thefe two think you? 

Hor. I think there's no comparing of thofe two, 
For that Example ne're prevails with me. 
Which Jkews the truth but by its contrary, (yet 

Dam. Should a man load himfelf with Lutes jmd 
To pUy or (ing, have neither mU % nor wit : 
Should one that knows not how to make a Shooe, 
With Auls and Lajis cramb'd in a Budget go : 
Should one to buying Ships and Anchors fall, 
Who has no skill in Merchandize at all, 
A mad man and a Buzzard he would be : 
CalFd by all people, and defervedly. 

What difference is there 'twixt thefe and thofe 3 
Who ftudy Gold and Silver to inclofe, 
And know not how to ufe the Wealth they gdin, 
But from it as from facred things refrain ? 

If one by a huge heap of com fhould ftand 
Watching all day with a long club ins hand, 
Yet every grain thereof muft let alone, 
Though ne re fo hungry, and the corn his own, 
But rather feeds on bitter barkj of trees, 
And for his drink takes Vinegar and Lecs y , 
Though millions of Pipes in's Cellar lie 
Of as good wine as e're blelt cafte or eye, 
And lies in Jiraw in his old age, while all 
His rich attire to moths and worms do fall 

S3. To 
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To /eei on, or to rot ins Cheft. Tis true 
Such men feem mad but to a very few, 
Becaufe moft people are as mad as thefe, 
And much afflided with the fame difeafe. 

Do'ft thou heard up all thy Eftate for one 
Who was thy Slave, or is perhaps thy Son, (make 
Whom thou, accurs'd old wretch , thine heir wilt 
That he in drinks may fpend it for thy fake > 
And all left thou ftiould'ft want: How much a day 
Could'ft thou from thy vaft Treafure pare away, 
That thou might'ft feed oh good and wholforae 
And wear apparel ufeful, clean and neat } (meat. 

If thou canft live in any manner, why 
Do'ft thouforfwear thy felf, and cheat and lye, 
Plunder and filch from others? art thou in 
Thy perfect Senfes ? if thou fbould'ft begin 
To jlorte the very Jlaves which thou didft buy, 
That thou art mad, the Boysan&Girls would cry. 
If by thy perjury thy guiltleft wife 
Is by the Judg condemned to lofe her life, 
That thou mightTt get new Portion with another} 
Or if by poifon thou deftroy thy Mother, 
Meerly t' obtain her Jointure, how canft thou 
Be perfect in thy ynderftanding now ? 

This is not done at Argos^ where fuch things 
Arc done, and licene'd by inhumane Kings : 
Nor as Orejles once his Mother flew, 
Which by her crimes (he hadprovok'd him to. 
Do'ft thou fuppofe the frenzy of his brain 
Seiz'd not till after he'd his Mother (lain } 
Or was he not out of his wits before 
He bath'd his Sword in her maternal vote ; 

Befides 
* 

Digitized by Googlcj 





« • • 



n. s ATTICS; 

Refides fincethat he was accounted mad, 
He did no ad reprovable and bad 5 
He ne re attempted Pilades to kill, 
Nor yet Elefifra 5 only he faid ill 
To both, and curft them both, calling her Witch % 
And ratPd at him with all bad Language, which 
From his enraged heart and tongue could flow, 
Utt'ring what gall and choler ftirr'd him to. 

Opimius, that Mifer, was as mad 5 
For he did need that money which he had 
Laid up in fare, and ns'd to drink the bafe 
Vejentan Wine on folemn Holy-days, 
In coarfe Campanian Earthen-pots, and on 
Weekdays drunk Wine whofe taft and (pint's gone. 
This fellow fell into a Lethargy, 
And his rejoycing Heir ran presently, 
And ranfackt all his pockets for his Keys. 
An honeft nimble Doftor this Difeafe 
Cur d in this manner 5 firft he gives commandl 
Into his room to bring a Table, and 
Upon it all his money out to pour, 
And bring in divers men to tell it o're, 
So rais'd him prefently out of his fit, 
And gave him this wholfome advice withit^ 
If thou keep not thy wealth thy felf, thine Heirs 
Will greedily fe*ze on't, ss if 'twere theirs. 
What, while I am alive (Tays he) yes (fays 
The Do£for) therefore have a care always, 
That thou may fi live, makg that thy bmnejhoo: 
What (fays the Mifer) would you have me do> 
Your veins (the Doftor fays) will fail, you'l die 
Unleft with meat and cordials you fupply 
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Your fainting jiomack: Nay, there's no delays » 
Come, take this Cordial. Sir, what muft I pay ■•• 
For't? (quoth OpimimjO (the Doctor cries ) 
This Phyfick's of a very little price. 
How much is that ( Opimius fays,) Four pence 
(The Doctor faid.) Alas what difference 
CSays this damn'd MiferJ is't whether I die 
Of this difeafe , or by their thievery .<? . 

Hor. Who then are in their fenfes ? 

Dam. Thofe that be 
Not fooh. • 

Hon But what do you fuppofe is he 
Tha t s covetous .<? 

Dam. A fool and mad man too. 
Bor. Mu ft he be wife that covets not > 
Dam. No, no. 

Bor. Why (prithee Stoic^t) 

Dam. I will tell thee why: 
Suppofe a Patient in his fick bed lie 3 
Th is man has not the Plague (the Doctor cries.) 
Is he well therefore ? may he fafely rife > 
No (fays the Doctor) for the man may be 
Afflicted with fome other malady. 
This man perhaps is not a perjur'd Knave, 
Nor yet a fordid avaritious Slave, 
Thank his good Stars for that; yet if he be 
O're impudent, or t\k ambitious^he 
Is mad and muft pack to Antycira, 
For what's the odds, whether you throw away 
Ail your ejiate into the Sea, or not 
Dare to make ufe of that which you have got > 
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• * * 

\ius a wealthy perfon, who 
good old Rents, and at Camifium two I 
Very good Farms, which he 'twixtboth his Sons 
At's death divided fas the ftory runs J 
Calling them to his Bed, he told them thus 5 J 
Sin ce I've obferv'd thee (my Tiberius) \ 
Tell o'rethy Nuts, and in fome private place 
To hide thy Play-games with a careful face, 
While thou (my Aulus) carelefly would'ft play 
With thine, or lofe them, or give them away 5 
I am afraid left madnef fhould poflefs 
The minds of both, though in a different drefs, 
And make one turn a Prodigal, and t'other 
Be covetous, contrary to his Brother 3 
And* therefore he did beg of Heaven, that 
One Son might ne're diminiJI) his Eftate, 
Nor t* other his increase, but be content 
With that which he had thought Efficient, 
And Nature had confined them to 3 and left 
The itch of * glory (hould their minds infeft, 
He by an oath injoynd them, that if e're 
Either of them were Alderman or Mayor, 
He (bould b* uncapable to make a Will* 
But live like one run mad, or out-law d ftill. (haft 
Thou mad man ! wilt thou fpend what e're thou 
In gifts and prefects, only that thou may 'ft 
Walk on th' Exchange in ftate ? or elfe may'ft be 
Set up in Brafs to keep thy memory } 
When thy Hereditary Lands th'aft fold, 
And fpent thy Fathers Silver and his Gold : 
Muft you forfooth have fuch applaufes made 
I As great Agrippa, Gefars Rinfman had > 
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Or (hall the Coward Fox, though crafty, dare 
With the magnanimous Lion to compare ? 

A Country fellow that by chance did meet 
With Agamemnon^ ask'd him in the ftreet, 
Why (Agamemnon) why didftthou forbid 
That Ajax body {hould be buried ? 
I am aKing (Taw Agamemnon.) Nay 
Then Cquoth the Clown) I have no more to fay 
But my commands were jnfi,(thz King replies) 
And if to any they fecm otherwife, 
Tie give him free leave to difcourfe the things. 
The Country Clown repli'd, Greatefi of Kings, 
Heaven grant you may triumphant bring away 
Tour conquering Navy fiom the conqutrd Troy. 
Propofe the Queflion (cries the King) and I 
Will give an anfwer to't : Speak. Pray Sir, why 
(Reply Uthe Clown) (hould that Heroick wight 
Ajax, who was fo eminent for might, 
And had (o oft preferv'd the Grecians, not 
Second to any but Achilles, rot 
Above ground uninterr'd, that Priam may, 
And all his baffled Trojans laugh, and fay 
He by whofe hand fb many Trojans were 
Denied their Graves, now wants a Sepulchre. • 
Why not } (fays Agamemnon) being mad, j 
Did kill a hundred Cheep, and (aid he had 
Kill'd that renowned man Vlyjfes, and ' 
That I and Meneleam fell by's hand. 
But when at Aulk you did bafely flay J 
Your beauteous Daughter, and onth' Alter lay jj 
Her body like a Calf for Sacrifice, j 
Vile man ("faid the Plebeian) were you wife > J 
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Why not > {fays Agamemnon.) Quoth the Clown, 

Pray what has Ajax in his madnels done > 

He with his Sword kill'd Cartel, but his hand 

From murthering's wife and children ftill abftain'd$ 

rruc, he curs cl you and Menelaus too*: 

But to his friend Dlyjfes he did do 

No wrong : Nor yet to Tenter ((ays the King) 

That I my Navy from the Shore might bring, 

The Gods wkh blood I wifely pacifi'd. 

Mad King ! it was your own (the Clown reply VL) 

Yes (quoth the King)with my own blood,'tis true, 

In which I did no aSt of madnefi (hew 5 (bad 

" Who falfe things (Tays the Clown Jwith true,and 

tc With good, together huddles, is ftark mad 3 

And whether it be out of folly done, 

Or rage, and madnefs, ftill the thiog is one : 

Ajax in killing harmlefs (heep as mad. 

And you in afting your great crime was bad 5 

Killing your guiltlefs Daughter to appeafc. 

Thole vain imaginary Deities 5 

Upon deliberation too 5 is your heart well 

And pure, when as it did with paffion fwell } 

If any in a Coach about (hould bear 
A fine white Lamb^ and garments for't prepare 
Asfor a Lady, furnifh it with money 
And Servants, call it his dear,, duc^ and honey, 
Provide a Husband for't 5 the Magifirate 
Muft feize upon this Lunaticks Eftate, 
And then the Gnardianjhip of him commit 
To the next Kin of his who has more wit. 

But what if one his Daughter Sacrifice 
Jnftead of a mute Lamb.isthat man wife ? 

No 
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No man will fay't ; and therefore wherefoe're 

Is vitious folly, madnefs too is there } 

And he's a mad man who is given to vice, 

That fool whom brittle Honour does intice, 

Is fo transported with the various found 

Of Drums zndTrumpets,thn his brains turn round. 

Now as to Luxury, reafon doth (hew, 
That foolifti Prodigals are mad men too : 
There's Nontext anus , who as foon as e re 
He had received athoufand pounds, which were 
Left him by 's Father, he proclaimed ftraight 
The Fowler and the Fifierman (hould wait 
Upon his Worfhip, and all Tradesmen come # 
And bring their wares next morn to him at home : 
Bauds, Pimps, Buffoons, and all that impious crue 
Of (hirking Tra defmen^whxch young Squires undo. 
What followed then > They inftantly appear 
With their Commodities from far and near. 
The Baud being at Rhetoric!^ thebeft, 
Makes a fet Speech at th' inftance of the reft 5 
May it pleafe you, (quoth (he) what foe re 
I or my Brethren have at home, or here, 
Is at your fervice,fend fort when you pleafe. 

Now mark the filly anfwer which to thefe ' 
Thtyounker gives 5 Poor Hunt fman thou do'Jiqo 
In heavy Boots, and watch all night in th' Snow 7 
And for my Supper bring ft a Boar to me: j 
Thou Fijkerman in the tempejiuous Sea 
Tak*Jt v*e a Dijh of excllent Fijh, while I 
Glutted with wealth and floth fupinely lie^ 
Unworthy fuch a Fortune to poJj'eJ?$ 
Tour merits muft mak$ my great fortune lefty 
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Yen Huntfman, there's a hundred pounds for you j 
Here Fijherman, take you a hundred too , 
Pimp, for thy Wives fake, take a tripple fum % 
For if I fend at mid-night Jhewill come. 

JEfop the Players Son, that Prodigal 
In* his luxurious pranks, out-ranted all 3 
He pluck'd a Pearl out of his Doxies ear, 
Which when he had diflfolv'd in Vinegar, 
He quaffs it at a draught, as who (hould (ay, 
{Dam me) I drink^ a thoufand pounds a day. 
Had he been madder if he'd thrown away 
The Pearl into the Bog-hou(e or the Sea > 

Thofe Sons of Arrius who were arrant Twins 
In luxury, toys^ love, and fuch vain fins 5 
No food upon thole Gallants Tables came, 
But Nightingals which could fing WalCmgham. 
How (hall I rank them, 'mong the wife, or no ? 
Muft they to th* Senate, or to Bedlam-go > 

If one who wears a Beard fhould make Dirt pies, 
Or pleafe himfelf with Chariots drawn with Mice* 
Or ride a Hobby-horfe, or at Pufo-pin play, 
Who would not fwear his wits were fled away ? 

If reafondoes convince us that to fall . 
In Love, is the moft childi^ thing of all 5 
And there's no difference if thou play'ft with dirt, 
And fuch vain toys (as when a child thou wert) 
And now thou'rt grown aman thou do'ft adore, 
And whine and vex for forae fair crafty Whore. 

Pray tell me, can you do like PoUmon ? 
Who being drunk, run with a Garland on 
Into the School of grave Xenocratcs, 
With Ribons, CuJ/tions, Han kerchiefs 3 all thefe 

He 
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He privately took off and threw away 
When he heard what that temperate man did fay 5 
And grew a grave man from a Cock: brain d fool, 
So that he did fucceed him in that School. 

If you ftiould offer to a froppifh Boy 
An Apple, held refufe't 5 and if you fay, 
Take it (my pretty Child^) he will deny 5 
But if you do not give it him, he'I cry. 

A puling Lover's fuch another Aft, 
Who being (hut out by his cunning Lafs, 
Hankers about the door : What (hall I do, 
(Thinks he) (hall I return to her or.no? 
And though he uninvited would have gone, 
Yet when by her he is but call'd upon 5 
Shall I go now (fays he) or rather find 
Some way to eafe the troubles of my mind > 
Shut out ! and ftraight call'd in ! and (hall I go ? 
If (he fhould beg her heart out, I'ldfay, No 5 

Parmeno was much wifer, though a Slave, 
Majier (fays he ) thofe things which neither have 
Reafon nor meafwre, are not fit to he 
Dealt with by Rule, and rationality. I 
In that vain toy calTd Love, thefe mifchiefs are, 
War, Peace, ill-grounded peace y and groundlefmr J 
If any man flwuld Jirive to fix and Jiay 
Thofe things which by their nature will away 5 1 
This way and that by every wind are blown, 
And on blind Fortunes waves toft up and down, 
He does as ill, and is as much a fool, 
As if he would be mad by art and ride. 

When thou do'ft laugh becaufea kernel hit! 
Thy Chambers roof, art thou in thy right wits ? 

And 
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'when thou do'ft thy Mijiris entertain 
Cbildrens prattle which cannot fpeak plain, 
canft thou poffibly be thought more wife 
little Children are, which make Dirt pies } 
ow to all Lovers follies add the guilt 
)f all the blood whicbrlias by them been fpilt, 
iothof themfelves and others, with the Sword 
„et their devouring foolifh Fire be ftirr'd. 

Was it not ftoutly dojie of Marius? who 
M his own Miftris, then his own felf flew : 
Vas he not fiantickj or wilt thou acquit 
lim of that crime, of being out of 's wit, 
Jut of great rvickednej? wilt him accufe, 
to give nicknames to things as people ufe > 

There was an old man in the morn would go 
♦afting about the ftrects with hands wafht too 5 
\nd to the Gods he'ld vehemently pray, 
rhat he might ne re by Death be ta'ne away, 
lis a [mall thing to yon, ye Gods (quoth he) 
[0 give to one man Immortality. 

If any Majier were about to fell 
iuch men for Slaves, and (hould the Buyer tell 
That they were perfons perfed and complete, 
Inlefs h* except their minds, he is a Cheat. 
This fort of people does Chryftppus plaoe 
taong the fools innumerable race. 
A juperjiitiow Mother, whofe young Son ; 
lick of a ghtartan lay, as he had done 
Ive months at Jeaft, to Jupiter did pray 5 
Oh Jove, who pains do'ft fend and take away, 
l If this poor Child of mine may be (quoth (he) 
jOnce from this fhivering Quartan Ague free, 
I " On 



272 SATYRS. Booftt 

<c On the next day thou do'ft a faft command, 
" Pth' morn in Tyber he fhall naked ftand. 

Now when the Do&or, or good luck (that's 
Did to his former health this Boy reftore (morej 
His doatihg Mother, by her Zeal beguil'd, 
Into the River put her Fev rifti Child 5 
Whofe coldnefs did the Fever bring again, 
So (he her Son, which (he would lave, hath flain : 
But how came (he fo much out of her wits > 

Hor. Perhaps (he's troubled with Religious Fits, 

Dam, Stertinius, that eighth Wife man, told me 
This as a friend, that I might armed be, 
When any man hereafter call'd me mad 7 
I in revenge might fay, he is as bad^ 
And teach him to look back, that he might find 
That unknown part o'th' bag which hangs behind. 

Hor. After thofe loffes which thou didft fuftain, 
May 'ft thou (ell every thing for fo much gain 5 
But prithee tell me, Stoic^ to what kind 
Of tnadnefi do'ft thou think I am inclin'd, . 
(For there are feveral forts) but I fuppofe, 
That I am free from ev'ry one of thole. 

XX/#/,When up and down the ftreets Agaveboto 
Her poor Childs Head which (he cut off before, 
Did fhe # conccive that (he was mad, (think you )) 

Hor. Well, Tm a fool, I muft confeft, 'tis true $• 
Nay, I'm mad too 5 but (prithee J let me know 
What kind oftnadneftVm addifted to* 

Dam.Yk tell thee^f irft,thou haft a building brain, 
Next,though thou'rt but an Urchin, thou would'ft 
Appear a proper Fellow i Thou laugli'ft At (fain 
Thai little Fencer Turbos rutting gain 
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When hc6 in Arms, with what a fpirit he goes* 
And art not thou as much ridiculous £ 
Do'ft thou conceive 'tis fit for thee to do 
What e*re Mtcenas power prompts him to ? 
Wilt thou who ait Co much below him, dare 
With fuch an eminent perfon to compare > 

A carelefs Calf by chance did tread upon 
A nefl: of young Frogs, when the old was gone 5 
One that efcap d did to his Dam declare, 
That by a huge great beaji her young ones were 
All trod upon and kilPd. How big vm he£ 
Was he as big as lam now $ ("quoth (he : Ji 
Then fweli'd her fclf. Bigger by half (replied 
Frog junior.) What thus much— bigger (cti'd 
The Beldame Frog, and ftill Ihe did lwell od, 
Until at laft, Oh Mother ! (Tays the Son J 
Forbear your fwelling, for you cannot be 
(Though you flwuld burji your felf) as big as he s 
This pifture very much refembies you. 
Add Poetry to all thy madnefs now, 
Which mixt with other Vices^ is the lame** 
As if thou (hould'ft pour Oil into the flame : 
Yet if a Poet had been ever known 
To be a fober fellow, thou art one 5 
Tlenot fpeakof thy horrid cholerickjtefs — — • 

Hor. Hold (prithee StoiclC) hold. 

Dam. Nor of thy drefs 
That's fo phantajlical, and fo above 
Thy Purfe and Quality , nor of thy loVe 
T' a thoufend wenches and a thoufand boys : 

Hor. Good Damafippus follow thine own toy*. 

* 

And 
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And now for (hanje my peccadillo's fpare, 
Which no proportion with thy Vices bear. 



Satyr IV. By T. F.Efq. 

A Charaffer of a Belly-god. 
C ATIUS and HORACE. 

Hor. 

T X 7 Hence Brother Catius, and whither botmd 

W fofafi? 
Cat. Oh, Sir, you muji excufe me, Tm in hafie, 

I dine with my Lord [s/layor, and t ami tallow 

Time for our eating Dire&ory now, 

Though I muft needs confefs I think my Rules 

Would prove Pythagoras and Plato fools. 

Hor* Grave Sir, I muji acknowledge 'tis a crime 
To interrupt at fitch a nich^ of time 3 
Tet fiay a t little Sir, it is no 5 \ 
You re to fay Grace er$ Dinner can begin 5 
Since you at food fuch Virtuofo are, 
Some Precepts to an hungry Poet fpaw. 

Cat I grant you Si^next pleafure ta'ne in eating 
Is that (as. we doxrall it) of repeating , 
I ftill have Kitchin-Syjtems in my mind, 
And from my Stomachs fumes a brain well Had; 

Hor. Whence, pray Sir, learnt you theje ingenious 
From one at home, or hifdfromforein parts ? (arts, 

C4f.N0 names SirCI befeech y ou)that'*fouI play, 
We ne re name Authors, only what they fay. 

1. "For 
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1 . " For Eggs chufe long, the round are out of 
"Unfavory and diftafteful to the Nation, (Taftitort 
" E're fince the brooding Rump they're addle too, 
u In the long Egg lies Coch^a-doodh-do. 

2. cc Chufe Coleworts planted on a foil that's d ry, 
" Even they're worfe for th' wetting (verily !) 

3. " If Friend from far (ball come to vifit, then 
"$3y thou wouldft treat the wight with mortalHw, 
<c Don't thou forthwith pluck off the cackling head, 
" And impale Corps on Spit affoon as dead 5 

" For fo (he will be tough beyond all meafure,- 
c< And Friend (hall make a trouble of a pleafure 5 
" Steept in good wine let her her life furrender, 
cc O then (he'l eat moft admirably tender, (beft 

4. ".Muflromes that grow in Meadows are the 
" For ought I know there's potfon in the reft. 

5. " He that would many happy Summers fee, 
" Let him eat Mulberries frefti off the Tree, 

" Gather'd before the Sun's too high, for thefe 
4 c Shall hurt his ftomach left than Cbejhire Cheefe, 

6. "Aufidius (had you done fo 't had undone ye) 
c< Sweetned his Mornings-draughts of Sack with 
" But he did ill to empty veins to give (Hmt/, 
" Corroding Potion for a Lenitive. 

j. "If any man to drink^do thee inveigle in, 
" Firft whet thy whijile with fome good Metheglin. 

8. u If thou art bounds and in continual doubt 
" Thou (h?lt get no more in till (ome get out, 
" *f he Mufcle or the Cockle will unlock 
" Thy bodies trunk, and give a vent to nockj> 
" Some (ay that Scrrel Reept in Wine will do, 
" But to be fure put in fbme Aloes too. 

T 2 9* "All 

Digitized by Google 

L ... n. 



276 SATYRS.- Booktl. 

• 

9. " All Shell-fifl) (with the growing Moon in- 
" Are ever when (he fills her Orb the bdb, (creafe,) 
" But for brave Oyflers^ Sir, exceeding rare, 
"They are not to be met with every where; 

" Your Wall- fleet Oyftcr no man will prefer * * 
"Before the juicy Grafs-green Colchcjier^ 
cC Hnngerford Craw-jijid match me if you can, 
" There's no fuch Crawlers in the Ocean. (think 

10. "Next for your Suppers, you (it may be) 
" There goes no moreto't, but juft eat and drink^ 
"But let me tell you Sir, and tell you plain, 

" To drefs 'urn well requires a man of Brain 5 
"His palat muft be quick, and fmart, and ftrong 
cc For Sauce, a very Critic^ in the tongue, (beft, 
Hi "He that pays dear for Fiflumy though the 
cc May pleafe his Fijhmonger more than his Gueji, 
" If he be ignorant what Sauce is proper, { 
"There's Machiavelm th f menage of a Supper. 

12. " FovSwixes'fleJ}^ give me that of the Wild 
" Purfu'd and hunted all the Foreft o're, (Bore, 
cc He to the liberal O^k. ne're quits his love, 

" And when he finds no Acorns, grunts at Jove 3 
" The Hampflrire Hog with Peafe and Whey that's 
" Sti'd up, is neither good alive nor dead. (fed 

13. "The tcndrelsot the Vine are Sallads good, 
cc If when they are in feafon underttood. 

t 4. " If Servant to thy Board a Rabbet bring, 
" Be wife, and in the firft place carve a wing. 

1 5. 4C When Fi(h and Fowl are right^and at juft 
"A feeders ivriofitjtt'affwage, (age 
li If any aik, Who found the Myftery > 
u Let him enquire no farther, I am he. 

> 16, "Some 
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16. " Some fanfie Bread out of the Oven hot, 
" Variety's the Gluttons happieft lot. 

1 7. 14 It's not enough theWzWyou have be pure, 
c f But of your Oil as well you ought be fure. 

18. <c If any fault be in thy generous Wine^ 
c [ Set it abroad all night, and 'twill refine, 
" But never ftrein't,nor let it pafs through Unnen^ 
" Wine will be worfe for that as well as W omen. 

19: " The Vintner that of Malaga and Sherry 
"With damnd ingredients patches up Canary > 
tC With Segregative things, as Pigeons Eggs 
" Straight purifies, and takes away the dregs, (eafe 
zo. "An ore-charg'd ftomach roafted Shrimps will 
" The cure by Lettuce is worfe than the difeafe. 

2 1. " To quicken appetite it will behove ye 
" To feed couragioufly on good Anchovy. 

22. " Wejiphalia Ham 7 and the Bolognia Sawfage 3 
2 For fecond or third courfe will clear a paflage, 
1* But Lettuce after meals ! Fie on't ! the Glutton 
".Had better feed upon Ram- Ally -Mutt on. (tage, 

23. Twere worth ones while in Palace orinCot- 
" Right well to know the fundry ioxtsof pottage 3 
u There is your French Pottage, Nativity Broth, 
"Yet that of Fetter-lane exceeds them both 5 

<c About a limb of a departed T///>, 
" There may you fee the green Herbs boiling up, 
cc And Fat abundance o re the Furnace float, 
iC Refembling W hale-Oil in a Green- land Boat. 

24. " The Kentift Pippin's beft, I dare be bold t 
* c That ever Blue-cap Coward-monger fold. 

2$."Q£Grapes, I hke the Raifas of the Sun $ 
"I was the firft immortal Glory won^ 

T 3 icBy 
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« a 7 ™ ncin S P'ckle-Herrings with thefe A»7foj 

« hSl 2 ples ; ' twas 1 fet the world agazing, 
• When once they tafted of this Eogan Fifli, 
Pepper and Salt Enamelling the Diftl. (matter, 

« a 26 j 1* 111 to P urc k>fc great Fifh with great 

And then to ferve it up in fcanty Platter ; 
' Nor is it lefs unfeemly fome believe, 

«c p rom . B °y with & rea fe Aft to receive 5 

? U 5 the Ca P foul within is enough to make 
Afqveavtijh creature puke, and turn up fiomach. 

«Zl? Broams fr Napkivs,&i. the Flander tile, 

« if- e T ft be had too » or the Feaft y° u f p° iJ » 

cc a j gS tno «ght on, and not very dear, 
And yet how much they coft one in a year ! 

tt A r " W , ould ' ft thou rub Alabafier with hands 
Or (pread a Diaper cloth on dirty Tablet - (fable, 

« *™ e '°A More : Come be A-lamode, 

fcmbellifh 7W, as thou would'ft do an 0<fe. 
Hor. 0 learned Sir, how greedily I hear 
This elegant Diacriba of good chear ! i- .« 
Now by all that's good, by all provant.iw W 
tiy jturdy Chine of Beef, Jove, 

w«/*re % gravity, ««» f ee 
The titan that made thee this difcovery 5 
For he that fees th' Or gmal's more happy 
I ban him that draws by an ill. f aeon? d Copy 3 
O brtng me to the man I fi admire I 

The Jn mt f r0m whence hrak $ f orth the fi fP*rk? of fire. 
VVbat jatisfa&ion would thi Vifios bring? r 

If fweet thejircam, much ftveeter is the fpring. 

» ..... ... , * . • «. - . 
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Saty R V. By i. B-r^^ 

A way to grow Rich. " 

ULYSSES and TIRESIAS. 

VI 'T^O all that thou haft told me heretofore, 

* Prithee, Tirefias, add this one thing more 5 
By what defigns and means may I now be 
As wealthy as I have been formerly } 
Why do'ft thotflaugh > 

Tir. 1st not enotigh, that thou 
(Thou crafty Fellow) art reftored now 
To Ithaca, and do'ft thy Gods behold, 
Which thy progenitors ador'd of old ? 

Vl: Oh, thou unerring Prophet^ do but fee 
How naked I'm return'd, how beggerly, 
(As thou fore-told 'ft) my Clofeti rifled all, 
And that Eftate which I my own could call, 
Is all confam'd by thofe Gallants that lay 
Courting my Wife, while I have been away 3 
" An honeji man, and of a Noble houfe, 

" If P oor > * s no more valud than a Loufe. 

Tir. Well then, fince poverty affrights thee fo, 
In brief I'le tell thee how thou rich (halt grow : 
If any friend fend thee a brace of Phefants y . 
Or any other rarities for prefents,: 
To thy next wealthy neighbour, if he's old, 
Send them away, Jo the/re not given, but fold : 
And if thy Garden, or thy Field bring forth 
Melons, or any other Fruits of worth, 
Send to fome wealthy man a tafte ere thou - 
Do'ft any of it to thy Lar allow ; 

T 4 « For 
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" F f '» this age our muck-admiring Elves 
'■Adore rich men more than the Gods themselves. 
■ / fa ° u g h Per^r'd Rogues,ignobly born and bred, 
Murther'd their Brothers, and their Country fled, 
Yet xcait upon them when they do command, 
And Jet them always have the upper-hand. 

VI. What > Shall I give the wall to fuch a bafe 
Inferior Rafcal as old Damon was > 
MTroy I ever fcornd it, there did I 
Contend with Great ones. 
Tir Thou'lt a Beggar die. (thefe, 
LH. Thi$ heart will ftoutly bear fuch things as 
I haveendur'd far greater in my days : 
But prithee, learned Doftor, tell me how 
I may get heaps of Gold and Silver now. 

pr. I've told thee, and lie tell it thee again, 
Thou art a fellow of a fubtle Brain 5 
Enquire what old Rich men are like to die, 
Qbferve their humours, keep them company, 
•Ply them with Prefents ftill, that thou may 'ft be 
Nam d in their Wills an Heir, or Legatee 3 
And if perhaps one or two fubtle men 
Nible the bair, and ftraight whip off agen. 
And fcape thy hook, and thou art cheated fo, 
Do not dcipair, nor vet t hy art forgo. 
Next, if there be a Law-fuit great or fmall, 
That fide that's rich, and has no Child at all 
Be for , though tinretaind, and let thy tongue 
Beat down his Adverfary, right or wrong 3 
Be the man ne\efo honeji, and the fuit 
Never fojuji, or off good repute, 
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If he has Children, or a Wife that may 
Produce him Children, throw his Caufe away. 

But fay to thy rich childlefs Client 3 Sir y 
Mayt pleafeyour WorJI.ip, or your honour ! (for j 
" Titles of Honour , and fueh terms as theft, 
" Do Mortals tender ears mod ftrangely pleafc,) 

*Tis not your money, but your vertues have 1 
Made me your friend, your fervant, nay your /lave 3 \ 
Ikpow the Riddles of the haw, andean 
Manage^tfW Suits 3 and lie give any man 
heave to plucky out mine Eyes, if ever hi 
Can cheat or fool you, leave your Caufe to me 3 
Tie take fuch care that you Jhant lofe a groat , 
Nor yet be laught at 3 bid him take no thought y 
But away home tos Country -houfe, and there ' 
His mind and body both repofe andchear ! 
Or elfe do thou thy felf turn Advocate, 
And from thy Client never ceafe to prate : i 
Endure the (torching heat, the piercing cold, 
And then thou (halt the gazing Clown behold 
Jogging with'sE/iwrthofe that next him ftand, 
hook^ lool^ (fays he) how he endures it, and 
How eagerly he pleads therefor his friends. 
Sure he has all the haw at y s Fingers ends : 
The Fifh will come in (hoales then to be caught, 
And thou may'ft fill thy Net at every draught. 

Or if a rich man have an only Son 
Lies dangeroufly fick and drawing on, 
Be n't too officious to th' old man, left he 
Thy pufpole through thy diligence fhould fee, 
But gently fcrue thy felf into him, and 
Get thy felf writ down, Heir at fecond hand, 

. ■ - That 
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That if to s Child any difafter come, j 
Thou next in order may 'ft fupply his room y ^ 
'Tis ten to one but this defign will take, 
And To his great Eftate thine own thou'lt make* *' 

If one defire thee to perufe his Witt* 
Seem to deny't, thruft it away, but ftill 
So as to glance thine eye on it, and fee 
What Legacies , and who's the Legatee 5 
Let thy quick eye run all the Paper o're, 
Whether thou'rt Heir alone, or joy n'd with more. 

Ofttimes an o're-grown crafty Scrivener, which 
By being in Offices grow$ wife and rich, 
Cheats the next kindred of th'expefted pelf} 
Leaves the right Heir out, and puts in himfel^ 
Makes him both needy and ridiculous too, 
(As JEfops Fox did ferve the gaping Crow. J 

VI. Art thou infpir'd ? or do'ft thou go about 
On purpofe with thefe ridling words, to flout 
And to delude me? — 

Tit. No, Leartes Son ! 
Whate re I fay, will, or will not be done} 
For great Apollo hath beftow'd on me 
This admirable £#*c4pf Propbejie* 

ZJl. If it be lawful then, prithee unfold 
The meaning of this Fable which th'haft told. 

Tir. The time (hall come when our young Em- 
Who does derive his Royal Pedigree {peror^ he 
From the Divine JEneas, at whofe beck 
The fturdy Parthians (hall fubrait their Neck* 
And he (hall grow fo great by Sea and Land, 
All Princes elfe fhall ftoop at his command : 
Some crafty Courtier, as Cor anus was, 
Shall have a mind t' a handfom (trapping Lafo. 

And 
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Bid wed that Dog Naficas Daughter, who 
Vill not a Groat on him with her beftow, 
>Ibr yet will put her off at any rate, 
Jnlefs to one that has a vaft Eftate : 
iut here's the cheat, he bids th'olcl man read ore. 
rlis Will, which fubtly was contriv'd before/ 
rhe griping flave thinking he has his end, 
Denies to view the Will, and does pretend 
He aim'd not at the Wealth, but to have one, 
Of Honour and of Merit to his Son. 
What need I ftand gazing on s Will ^thinks he) 
My Daughter muft haVe all, whate're itjbe: 
But being much intreated, does per ufe 
The Will at laft^ and after divers views, 
Finds nothing is bequeathe! to him or his, 
But even to hang himfelf, or mourn for this. 

One thing ni6re I would have thee mindswjheje 
Thou of an old rich dotting man do'ft hear, (Vre 
Who's govern'd by his Serving-tnan, or by 
His crafty Wench 5 joy n in (bciety ' 
With thofe, and praife them to their Mafter, fo 
To him behind thy back they'l pjaife thee too : 
This trick Will help thee much 3 but nothing can 
Avail fb much as working on th* old man. 

If he writes Verfes ne're fo like an Aft, 
Extol them to the skies 5 and if he has 
A mind t' a Wench, fend thy Penelope 3 
Do't of thine own accord 3 be fare that he r 
Don't ask thee for her 3 freely her prefent, 
And wifh (he may to's Worfhip give content, 

VI. D' you think my Wife ? who is fo verjuouf 
And modeft, who fo ftoutly did oppofe 

S& 
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So many fuitors y aud continued chaft, ' 

Will be /edited to anothers htjl at laft } (treat, 

Tjr. They'd little Souls, and knew not how to 
Nor to prefent a Lady that's fo great : 
Theirs was but Kitchin love^ they did defire 
To fill their BeI/ies y not to flake their fire j 
So thy Penelope continued chafte 3 
If (he of one old man but once (hould tafce, 
She'ld (bare the gains with thee, and ceafeno more 
Than Dogs from Sheep, when they've kill'd flieep 
Nay wonder not at this that I have told, (before, 
I found it all too true when I grew old. 

A damn'd old Hag who did at Thebes die, 
Order'd this Funeral Solemnity 
By her laft Will 5 her body (he would have 
Anointed o're with Oil, and to her Grave 
She order'd him who was to be her Heir, 
On's naked Shoulders her oil'd Corps to bear, ' 
And if by th' flipprinefs he let her fall, 
What e re fhe left, he was to forfeit all : 
He while (he liv'd, did (I believe) pretend 
Great love to her, (held have it without end. . i 

Walk warily, and fee thou be not found j 
Wanting in duty t , nor too much abound - y 
To Jickjy tnen^ and fuch as are ntorofe, 
A pratingfeUow is woji tedious. 

Yet fullen filence affett not zx all, 
But zwx-like be fomething Qomical^ 
Thy head on one fidelean'd, as if he were 
A man of whom thou ftood'ft in mighty fear : 
Be very dutiful, and if the Air 
Blow ne're fo little, bid him have a care 

Of 
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Of his moft precious tender head, and when 
He's in a croud, get hira ftraight out agen, 
And with both (boulders thruftafide allthofe 
Who do his eafie coming out oppofe. 

And when he falls to talking, bow thine ear 
If his own praifes he delights to hear, 
Ply him with high Encomiums, and fill 
Him Bladder-like with fwelling words, until 
He lifts both hands up to the very skies 5 
An honeft fervant ! 'tis enough, he cries. 

And when at length thou by his death (halt be 
From this great care and tedious fervice free, 
And being broad awak'd (halt hear it read, 
Ulyffes quarter-heir to kite that's dead, 
Then with a loud voice cry 3 And is he gone. 
What $ Have I loft my dear Companion 
Where now (hall I another Patron find, 
Who's of fo juft and of fo ftout a mind > 
Nay weep a little, if thou canfl: • 'tis good 
Thy inward joy fhouldnot be underftopd. 

And if th' interrment ftiould be left to thee, 
Be fure thou do't with pomp and decency 5 
The Neighbours all about will celebrate 
A Funeral that's managed in great ftate. 

If one of th* oldeft Coheirs chance to be 
Infirm in's body, or cough dangeroully, 
Apply thy felf to him, tell him he (hall 
Buy what to thy (hare by the Will does fall 3 
Whether *t be Houfe or Ground, tell him thy mind 
Is more to Money than to Land inclined. 

But Proserpine recalls me to my Cell, 

I muft obey and go 3 Live long, Farewel. 

Satyr 
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Satyr VI. By Sir R. F. 

He faith he lives content with what he hath, and wi- 
pes no more. Then compares the Cqpimodities of 
the ea[e he enjoys in the Qountrey, with the difcotn- 
modities of bpfinejjes and troubles which accompa- 
ny the City life. 

THis was my with, A moderate fcope of hand, 
A Garden with a plenteous Spring at hand ; 
And to crown theje a plump of trees ; Heaven gave 
Better than this ; 'T is well, no more 1 crave 
Good Mercury 9 make but thefe things endure 3 
If neither by ill ways I did procure, 
Nor by ill ways (hall wajie them : if I (cape 
Longings : Oh that yqn NooJ^, which doth mifiapt 
My Field, were added! 0 that I might find 
A pot of Gold ! as (Hercules to friend) 
He did, who hir % d to delve another s ground^ 
Bought the fame Land he diggd with what he found : 
If what I have pleafe me :* if thou incline, 
When I pray, Make my Flocks and all that 9 s mine 
Fat, but my wit ; and as th 'aft ever done, (flo wn 
Stand my great Guardian. Therefore (when being 
Out of Romes Cage into the Woods, I put 
Difcourfes in rough Verfe 5 ,and horfe my Foot) 
Nor Fevers kill me, nor Ambitions itch r 
Nor fickly Avitumns making Sextons, rich. ; 
father Matute : or Janus (if thatjiyle 
AffeU thee more) from whom their births, and toil. 
According to the Julian year men date 9 
With the* laureate my work. Whenftraight 

Thou 

Digitized by Google 



Book fk SATYRS. 287 

Thou thy Felf hurrieftme away to Rotttt 
To be a furety : Quick* kfi fime one com 





J 


1 





I muft : and after, wreftle through a Cfttttd, 

And crack my Lungst* undo my felf aloud ; 

Injure who e're is flower. Name of Mars ! 

What mean you? whofe Solicitor $ Thuscutfe 

Thofe men, upon whofe Corns I tread) 0 I you 

Hajiing to ferve Maecenas, care not who 

Ton run ore. Tie ne re lie ; # thi9 grieves ttie not : 

Tis Mufick. But anon, when I have got 

Efquilias mifty Top, thoufand affairs 

Of. other men flie buzzing in mine ears, 

And fting me back and fides; Rofciui requests 

To morrow, too,yoitd help him ith 9 Requefts. 

The Secretaries pray you A not forget 

A bufinefsthat concerns the Public/^, Great. 

And new, to day : fiay Quintus,£<* this Bill 

Sign'd by Maecenas : If I can I will. 

Nay, thou canfl dot 3 and pretfes me. Tis now 

A feven years paft, Mtcenas dot h allow 

Me of his family, only i 9 advife 

Whom he ffiould take into his Coach ift journeys, 

To whom commit hiis Meddals: What's a Clock > 

Which Fencer will beat(think*ft thou) or which 

Tis a hard Frofc Wirt bear another 4 Coat > (Cock? 

With fuch like trifles as arc fafely put 

fn leaking ears- This Prentiftiip have* t 

ServM' under Env/s lafti, morfe and more daily. 

%r Friend BmFd mth Maecenas th' other day, 

l> and they fate together at the Play : 

(Some 
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{Some men have Fortune!) Blows therp through 
the ftreet, 

A bleak news from the Change&rright all I meet 5 

Good man : (for thou \>e near the Gods muft know) 

Do ft hear ought of the Datians ? In (both, No. 

Thou It nere leave jeering. Hang me if I do. 

The hands then which the Ethperor promised to 

The Souldiers in S I C I L I A , fiall they be 

Allotted to them, or in Italy ? 

Swearing, I nothing know : Well, Go thy ways 

For a deep pit of Jecrefie ! and gaze. 

Mean while my Taper waftes ; fcarce time to pray: 



■ 


w 


1 





Opium life's cares with fweet forgetfulneft } 
When fhall I tafte the Pythagorean Bean 
With (av ry Broth, and Bacon without lean ? 

0 nights, and (uppers of the Gods, which I 
And mine, confume in my own Family 5 
Where my Clowns, born within doors , tear the 

Feaft ' 

1 tafted to them 3 where the lawlefi gueft 
Dries the unequal Cups, as his Complexion 
Asks foaking fhowres, or moderate refe&ion. 
Then tak we not of buying Lands, nor School 
Other mens lives: nor whether C&fafs Fool 
Dance well, or not: But things of more concern, 
Are our difcourfe, and which men ought to learn : 
Whether to happinefs do more conduce 
Vertue or Wealth ? if we our Friends fliould chufc 
For ends, or honefty. What's underftood 
Truly by Goods ? and which is the chief good ? 

My 
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My Neighbor Cervius, interweaves his old 

Fables* as thus : Aurelius wealth extoll'd, 

(Forgetting with what cares it tortures him) 

rie tell you a Tale (quoth he :) Once on a time y 

The Countrey Moufe receivd in her poor houfe, 

Her antient andgood friend the City Moufe j •■ 

A mighty Hufwife, and exceeding nigh 7 

Yet free in way of Hojpitality. 

In port, the Chick^peafe JI:e had laid for hoard. 

And unthrajht Oats Jhe fetsupon the Board, 

Brings fcraps of Bacon in her mouth, and dry 

Barley 3 desiring with variety 

(Had it been pojfible^ to have otecame 

Jhe ftately nicenefs of the City-dame. * 

When the goodWife her felf on her Straw-bed, ■ » 

(Leaving the befT) on Chaff and Acorns fed. 

At length, hergueji: Friend, how c&nftthou indtfre 

To live in this Rock- fide, moapt and obfeure ? 

Wild Woods preferr'ft thou to a ToWri,and Men? 

Come go with me. Since all (hall die, and when 

We go, our Mortal (ouls refolve to duft, 

Live happy whilft thou may 'ft, as one that muft 

Be nothing a while hence. Drawn by this fyell, 

The Country Moufe skips lightly from her Cell, 

And both their way unto the City keep, 

Longing by night over the walls to creep : 

And now 'twas midnight, and her foot each fets 

In a rich houfe : where glittering Coverlets 

Of Tyrian Die, on Ivory-beds were pajt, 

And many Offals of a great feajl pajt, 

Lay in the Pantry-heapt. Her Rural mate 

Prayd to repofe under a Cloth of State 3 

U Jfe 
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The City Moufe, like an officious Ho afl, 
Bejiirs her Jeff to fetch bafcd, boiYd, and roaji, 
And plays the Carver, tafiing all JJje brings, {things 
She thinks the mrld well changd^and Heavens good 
Stretching, exjoys • when Jlraight flies ope the roorn^ 
And tojjes both out of tht wrought Couch plom, 
Running like things diftraUcd, but much more 
When with Moloffian Dogs the high roofs roar. . 
Then [aid the Country Moufe, No more of this, 
Give me my Wood,my Cave,& Roots with peace. 

The fame ]/y another hand. 

THis, this the fum of all my wijhes was, 
In a fmall Farm my life obfeure to pafs, 
Where I a Garden, and a Spring might fee, 
A little Grove, or at the leaft a Tree : 
Bvit here t}ie bounteous Gods have given me more, 
Than all my /*rge/£ hopes conceived before: 
Tis well, I'm thankful, and no more I with, 
But only that they fhould continue this. 

If by no wretched gain I ever yet 
*Made my (e|f that Imight be great 5 
If by no vitious courfe, ox.fquandring way, 
I (hall my life to poverty betray 5 
If I fend up to Heaven no prayer like thefe* 
" 0 that kind Heaven would give me to poffefi 
cc That narrow Jpot of ground which near me lies, 
<c And ore my Garden walks too high doth rife ; 
" Oh, that fem lucky hit of Fortune wou'd 
" Bring to my hands fuch unexpected good, 
<c As once Jhe did to a hir'd Plough- tuan % mho 
" While he with ufual hopes the Field did pkngb % 
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" He found of hidden treafnre fo great (lore, 
"He bought the Field wherein he toild before.. 

No^ if my mind be equal in defires, 
And to no more than what I have afpires, 
Then let juft Heaven keep m$ Eftatefrom harm, 
Keep my Lambs fafe,that they nrtay keep me warm: 
Let me enjoy what's needful, and what's St, 
Have all things fat about me but my wit ! 
May the Gods be propitious fti!l to me, 
And be my guardians as they ufe to be. 

And now in this fo clofe and filent life. 
Stole from the arts of Court and Cities ftrife, 
What fhould I write but Humorous Sdtyrs here ? 
Satyrs the Woods inhabitants always were. : 
Here no ambitious raptures heat my head, 
Here no infeUion through the air is fpread 5 
Here I in midft of tempers am fecur e, 
Nor fea? the fafli of Chimneys every hour : 
Here all the ftormy winds that chance to rife, 
Only bringfounder Jleeps unto my eyes : 
Or if fometifmes their fury they do fpend 
On fbme tall Oak, and it afimder rend, 
Their very niijchiefs ufeful here, and by 
Their rage my twod-ntans labour they fupply. 

But hold, while I my felf thus flatter hei 4 e a 
Reckning before each pleafure 6f the year, 
I had forgof that I fubp£na'd was, ' % 
And up to L^^^fdddenry'mufl: pafs ; 
Away I muft, and ride through thicks and thin 2 
There to arrive before the Term begin ; 
To Horfe I rauft what-ever wind doth blow, 
Whether the days do long or fhorter grow 3 

U 2 For 
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For all my f rugging, yet away I muft^ 
Thither I come, and through the croudl thruft : 
Methinks the Jlream I do already feel : s * 
As I pate through, fometimesl kick ones heel, 
Sometimes anot hers Corns I tread upon, 
While they do curfe and cry, whither d* you run 2 
ff hat ails you ? why fofaft? do not you fee 
That we by thofe before m kindred be ? 

To my Maecenas houfe I (till prefs through, 
Remembring to what company there I go, 
That, that indeed is fweet to me ; for there 
Is plczfant company and healthy air 
Tome, who from the Sea-coals and the noifc 
Efcap'd, a while a mouthful there enjoys 5 
But when I tir'd and puffing thither come, 
A hundred ftrangers bufinefs do hum 
About my ears, a hundred trifles fall 
Upon my head, back, (houlders, covering all. 
Of my whole life the greateft part I've (pent, 
Not with my felf or to my own content, 
But in that pomp, which I of all things hate, 
Th* acquaintance of chief Minijiers of State, 
Though all th* employment I had with them was 
Only to help fome idle hours to paft : 
Sir, my Lord fnch a one de fires that yon 
Would be at Weftminfter at two : 
There did a Merchant, Sir ^ for you enquire, 
Tour aid in fome rich project to defire : 
I pray Sir get his Graces hand to this, 
He kpows me, and it reafonable is. 

And if I fay Tie do my beft in it, 
Oh Sir (fays he) if you but think it fit 

To 
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To fpeak a word, th' eventj need not fear, 
And then fome Bribe they whifper in my ear 5 
l All's but for them to exercife their pride. 
And all that wait for bufmefs to deride, 
While we within in private (hut the while, 
With fuch vain tattle do the time beguile : 
What is the docket 'tis very cold to day, 
How day on like thefe Verfes, or that Play ? 
Such were the grave affairs of State, that we 
Transacted in our envi'd fecrejie 5 
Yet by this means , 'twas nois'd about the Town 
That I a mighty favourite was grown : 
Dye hear the news ? (fays one^) our friend did ride 
Laft night with my Lord Chancellor Ode by fide 5 
He is a rifing man, and happy me, 
I him to day at leaft two hours did fee 
In private with his Highnefs, and his Gmce 
Cave him a friendly Smile as he did pafs. 

When once the world hath taken this report, 
Then all the Monfteurs brisk about the Court, 
Where ere I meet them kindly me falute, 
T'are well met Sir, you know without difynte 
How matters go (Tay they)^i?r now you are 
Acquainted with all States-men fecrets here. 
And how $ and how? and when d'ye expeSthe Fleet? 
When will the King fet forth the Que en to meet 5 
I kpow not. Come, you re fuch another man ! 
Let all the Gods their judgments on me rain, 
If I know any thing. And what d 3 ye hear, 
When did the Portugueze refign Tangier ? 
Ir all in Ireland quiet jlill or no ? 
When will my Lord Lieutenant thither no ? 
. U 3 ~ Which 
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Which way are things accommodated there, 
For the old Irifh, or the Pur chafer? 
Still I perfift that I do nothing know, 
At my referv'dnefs they much wonder (how 3 
1 hat I in a clofeand trufty man they fwear, 
Fit to be made a Privy.Counfellor. 
Thus I my time to fuch vain fopperies give, 
And only in my wilhes truly live : 
" Oh, whcnfiall I theCountreyfee again, 
[Wheu i» 4 Meackw, or a fady Plain, 
" » 1 once **°™ ficnrely read and Jleep, • 
. And no account of the days motion keep ! 

But by a pkafant thoughtful idlenefs, 
" °f h ™ a ™ Hfe ™ak§ the long journey lefs : 
u f ea "s and Bacon ! 0 delicious meat \ 
t( J!yl as the firft and innocent men did eat, 

cc i/r[ n "\ s ^ or which p y tha goras was wife, 
' nhen be w other dainties did dcfaCc 3 
<( Oh nights and Suppers fit for Gods erf, 
. rcr even the Gods have "fometimes lovd retreat. 

1 here ore my merry Servants I am King, 
ret rear no Poifon in what e're they bring. 
I here free from all the gentle rudenefs, which 
The La ws of Drinking in the City teach, 
One takes- a Brimmer up, another cries, 
hold hold,pray not too much, that will fuffice. 
All drink what e're they pleafe,and none by (teaMi 
Need put this Glafsby, or efcape that health. 
in ere no difcourje of other men comes in, 
Nor who this Race, who did that Cock.match win, 

5 ^^mandsthe/^of the Town, 
Who the beft AVer is, L^, or M*W<? 

. We 
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'We talk of things that nearer us concern, 
A nd which Vis more material to learn, 

1 What kind of life a prudent man fhould chufe, 
Or to be rich, or to be vertnous ; 

' What into Rrongtft friend/fiip men doth bind, 
Profit and intereji, or the Goods o'th' mind : 
What of true happiness the nature is, 
What are its meafures, properties, degrees. 
C — the while (for he too did the fame J 
Forfook the world with me, and thither came. 

C ftill mingles things that are more gay, 

Rough Morals with old Stories doth allay : 
Yet not that all our talk (hould Jiorres be i 
But only when they genuine come and free: 
Then if fome new arrived half-witted Gueft, 
(Half-witted fure he needs muft be at be(t) 
Admires the City and the glories there, 
How fplendidly thefe Lords or thofe appear, 
Againft him which Cuchrailery difputes, 
And with a Moufes Argument confutes. 

By Mr. A. Cowley. 

AT the large Foot of a fair hol/owtvee, 
Clofe by plow'd grounds/eated commodioufiy 
His antient and hereditary houfe, 
There dwelt a good fnbfiantial Countrey Moufe, 
Frugal and grave^ and careful of the main, 
Yet one who nobly once did entertain 
A City Moufe, well coated, fleek, and gay, 
A Moufe of high degree, who loft his way 
Wantonly walking forth to take the air, 
And arrivd early > and belighted there 7 

U 4 For 
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For a days 5 the gpod hearty Hofi 

a , n , t, f nt pkm y of his #^ to boaft, 
IJid all the ftores produce that might excite 
With various tafte the Courtiers appetite 
Chutes and Be^ Peajon, and Oats and Wfe* , 
And a large C&efnut, the delicious meat 
Which Jove himfdf were he a Moufe would eat 
And tor a haut^uefi there was mixt with thefe 
J-he Sword oi Bacon, and thcCoat of Cheefe, 
1 he precious r«//^ which at Harveft he 
Had gather'd from the Reapers luxury: 
Freely (faid he) fall on, and do not fpare, 

The bounteous Gods mU for to morrow care: 
And thus at eafe on Beds of Grow they lay 
And to their Genious facrific'd the day : 
Yet the nice Guefts min d 
( r.ough breeding made him civil feem and kind ) 
JJeipis d this Countrey Feaft, and ftill his thought 
Upon the Cakes and Pies of London wrought. ' 
r our Wty and civility ( laid he) 
Which I'm furpris'd in thefe rude parts to fee 
Shews that the Gods have given you a mind* 

«/°u° for the fare which here you find : 
Why fhould a Soul fo vertuous and fo great, ■ 
Lole it felf thus in an obfcure retreat > 
Let Savage Bcafts lodge in a Countrey Den, 
X on inould Tee Towns, and Manners, & know men, 
And talte the generous luxury of the Court. 
Where all the Mice of quality refort, 

LrSu f d beauteous Jhees about you move, 
And by high fare are pliant made to love 
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cc We all ere long wufl render up our breath, 
u No Cave or Hole can Jktlter us from Death 5 
" Since lift is fo uncertain and fofhort, 
" Let V Jpend it $11 in feafting and in fport. 

Come (worthy Sir) come with me, and partake 
All the great things that Mortals happy make. 
€C Alas, what vertne has fufficient arms 
" T* eppofe bright Honour and foft pleafures charms $ 
" What wifdom can theirMagick force repel? 
It draws this Reverend Hermit from his Ceil. 
It was the time when witty Poets tell, 
That Phoebus into^Tethys bofom fell, 
She hlufht at fir ft, and then put out her light. 
And drew the modeji Curtains 0/ the night. 
Plainly the truth to tell,* the Sun was fet, 
And to the Town the wearied Travellers get . 
To a Lords houfe, as Lordly as can be, . 
Made for the ufe of pride and luxury 
They come : the gentile Courtier at the door 
Stopt, and will hardly enter in before- 
But this, Sir, you command, and being fo, 
Pm fworn t' obedience 5 and fo in they go 
Behind a Hanging in a fpacious room, 
The richeft work of Mortelacks noble Loom, 
They wait a while their wearied Limbs to reft, 
Till filence ftiould invite them to their feafi^ 
About the hour that Cynthia's fiver light 
Had toucht the pale meridies of nighty 
At laft the various Supper being done, 
It hapned that the company was gone 
Into a room remote, Servants and all, 
Topleafe their noble fanfies with a Ball. 

Our 
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All fitted to the bounties of his mind : 
Still on the Tables half fill'd Difties ftood, 
And with delicious bits the floor was ftrew'd, 
The courteous Moufe prefents him with the beft, 
And both with fat varieties are bleft : 
The induftrious Peafant every where does range, 
And thanks the Gods for his lifes happy change 3 
Loe in the midft of a well-fraighted Pie j 
They both at laft glutted and wanton lie : 
When (fee the fad reverfe of profierms fate) 
And what fierce fiorms en mortal glories wait, 
With hideous noife down the rude Servants come, 
Six Dogs before run barking into th' room, 
The wretched Gluttons flie with wild affright, 
And hate their fulneS which retards their flight. 
Our trembling Peafant wifhes now in vain, 
That rocks and mountains cover'd him again : 
Oh, how the change of his poor life he curft, 
This of all lives (Taid he) is fure the worft. 
Give me again ye Gods my Cave and Wood, 
With peace let tares and acorns be my food 1 
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HORACE and DAWS. 

The miferies of a Debauched Life. 
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Hor.* Who art thou, Davus £ 

Dav. — Yes. 
Daws, who always to his Patron is 
A Slave fo loving, and fo true, that he 
Deferves at length that you fhould make him free, 

Hor. Go on, and ufe Decembers freedom now, 
(Becaufe our Anceftors did that allow J 
Speak what thou heft a mind. 

Dav. — Moft men delight 
In Vice continually, and with all their might 
Purfue their lewd defigns : Many there be 
Float up and down with much inconfiancy. 
NovV they will lead a vertuous life, but then 
They quickly tumble into vice agen. 

How fickle Prifcus is ! fometimes he'l be 
With ne'rea Ring orfs hand,fometimes with three: 
And every hour he'l vainly change his Gown 5 
Sometimes he'l lodge i'th'nobleft houfe in Town, 
Siraight in the meaneft Cottage he will lie, 
And thence come forth looking fo naftily. 
Now he at Athens ftudies hard, but ftraight ' 
Away he comes to Rome to fornicate. 
So various in his life, as if he'd been 
Born in all fhapes Vertnmnus e're was in. 

That Gzmt&exVolanmus, when the Ga*f 
Had rack'd and fhrunk up all his joynts through- 
A Fellow by the day he hir'd and fed (out, 
To take the Dice, and throw them in his ftead. 
* How much more conjtant men in Vices be, 
c € So much the eafkr is their mifery : 
c c Tis better far to keep an equal pace, (Trace, 
i Than fometimes flacky ana fometimes firetch the 

Hor. Yet 
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Hor.Yet all this while thou tell'ft not to what end 
(Thou fleering Knave) thefcfullen words do tend. 

Dav. They're meant of you. 

Hor. Why fo (you Rogue?) 

Dav.' — You praife 
Mens fate and ways who liv'd in former days, 
And yet if any God move you to ufe 
The like your felf, you obftinately refufe, 
Either becaufe you don't conceive what you 
Your felf affirm thereof is right and true 3 
Or elfe the truth -'you faintly do defend, 
And are not fuch a man as you pretend 3 
And when you fticn fo faft, you do defire 
In vain to pluck your feet out of the mire. 
The Countrey you admire,when you are at Rome, 
But when into the Countrey you are come, 
A City life you above all things prize, 
And Rome you vainly do extol to th' skies. 
When you are not invited forth to fup, 
Your own fafe Diet you do fo cry up, 
Pretending if you e're go forth, 'tis ftill 
To pleafe your Friend, but fore againft your will : 
And you're fo pleas'd,andcount.your felffo bleft, 
When you are not invited out to feaft. 

But if Mtccnss fend for you to come, 
How all the houfe rings with your noife at home ! 
What jiot the Barber come yet?'- Jack!— who's there? 
Where are theft Rogues \my Servants? does none hear? 
And then away you poft t' your Patrons feaft, 
Where Milvius that Parafite, and the reft 
Which feed upon him, curfe and rail, and fpeak 
Bafe words of you, when they away muft fneak. 

One 
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HOne CI confefs) did tell me to my face, 
You did your pleafiire in your Belly place j 
And call'd you fmeU-feaft, feeble, Jluggard Jot, 
What they could think, as Glutton, and Tofs-poh 

Now fince you are as bad as I can be, 
Nay perhaps worfe, why fhould you rail at me, 
As if you're better } when you but difguife 
With vertuous names the foulnefs of your vice. 

When you were with.anothers Wife in bed, 
And (imply by his Slave difcovered, 
Trepan d and apprehended, were not you 

A verier fool than I ? Nay, never go 

To fright me with your furly countenance • 
Bridle your paffion, don't your fiji advance, 
While I impartially declare unt* you 
That which Crifyinvs Slave reveal'd to me. 
You're for a married Woman, while your poor 

Slave Davw is content with a poor 

Which of our crimes are greater, yours or mine ? 
When heat of blood does me to th' flefti incline, 
I take a common Wench, with whom I do 
Such things as Humane Nature prompts me to 5 
And having done, I prefently depart, 
My name not bleniiflfd by it, nor my heart 
Solicitous, where thofe who next there lie, ; 
Be handfomer or richer men than I. 

But when you lay your Ornaments afide, 
And fneak along for fear you fliould be fpi'd : 
Are you not what you feem, when you becorfie 
Inftead of a grave Senator a Groom $ 
And are into anothers Lodgings led, 
With an old Cap to bide your powdred head 5 

'Twixt 

■ 
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Twixt luft and fear fuch a conteft is in you, 
Your flefh and bones ftill trembling do continue. 

What difference is't if you are bound for hire 
To bedeftroy'd, whether by Sword or Fire? 
Or to be thruft into a nafty Cheft 
With head and heels contra&ed to your breaft, 
Where by the Maid yon have fecured bin, 
The Baud that's privy to her Miftris fin. 

Has not th* abufed Husband then juft power, 
Both o're his Wife, and o're her Paramour } 
More juft o're the Adulterer, yet (he 
- J4or place, nor habit fhifts, nor publicity 
Commits the fin 3 the woman is in fear, 
And believes not your promised Jove to her : 
But youre a voluntary Slave V your luft, 
And with that raging Tyrant do fritmft 
All your cftate 5 your fafety, liberty, 
Refute m& life, things which fo precious be. 

And when you have efcap'd from all thofe (hares, 
A man would think you (hould befiril of fear*, 
And would by this take warning now, but you 
Seek how to fin, and to be plagu'd anew. 

Oh ! you that make your felf fo 6ft a Slave, 
What brnte Beajis are fo mad, that when they hate 
Made th^ir e(cape by breaking oft the chain, 
Will to the fnares expofe themfelve* again ? 

You fay , you are no Adulterer, nor I 
A Thief, becaufe I warily pafs by J 
Your Plate 5 but were the punifhment away, 
You to Adultery, 1 taTheft fhould ftray. 

Are you my Majier, and To much a Slave, 
To thole ill powers which Dominion have 

O'rc 
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O re men and things ? and have fo often been 
Freed from your flavery, yet again get in ? 

Add this thing to the reft, which feemsto me 
An Argument of great validity, 
If he that does a Slave ferve and obey, 
Is a Slaves Vicar as you Scholars fay) • 
Or but his Fellow-flav^ pray tell me then 
What muft I be to you? for even when 
You rule o're me you are a wretched Slave, 
To other powers, and no true motion have, 
But are like wooden Puppets movM about, 
Not by your Nerves within, but Wires without. 

Hor. " Who then is fee ? 

Dav. cc He that is wife, and can 
" Govern himfelf that, that's the true Free-man 5 
" Whom Prifons, Want, nay Death cannt terrific^ 
ct Who quells his vain dejires^ and valiantly 
" Contemns the froth of foliar applaufe, 
<c And fquares his ail ions all by vertues lam : 
cc No outward thing can alter him at all, 
" And Fortune's baffedif on himjhe fall. 

Can you pick a deftription out of this, 
Which may exprefs your felf ?«-. Your high Mijirk 
Demands a hundred pound a time of you, 
And if not given her, pouts and looks askew, 
And in a pet Ore thrufts you out of door, 
Flings water on you to affront you more : 
Then in another mood (he calls you back 5 (neck 
And are yqu free? Come, come> withdraw your 
Out of this (hameful Yoke, and fay I'm free, 
Which you in this condition neYe can be 5 
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For you've a Majler rigid and fevere, 
Does o're your mind and body domineer 5 
And though you're tird, and able fcarce to ftir, 
He cruelly rides on with fmtcb and Jpur 

Pray Sir, when you (6 many hours lie lazing, 
On fome rare piece of Painting vainly gazing, 
Wherefore are you more innocent than I, 
When on a Battel I do caft mine eye, 
With Char-coal or Red-Oafer rudely done, . 
And fee the Fencers nimbly ftrike and (bun 
Each others blows, in various poftures, fb 
As if the Fight were real, not a Show : 
Imuft be caird a loytering Rogue, but you 
In antient Painting for a Critick go. 

If I purfue a hot well-fcented Cake, 
I am caird Rafcal; but when you do make 
Your fumptuous Banquets with all luxury, 
You muft a noble perfon counted be : 
Pray wherefore fhould my petty luxury 
Be far more prejudicial to me, 
Than yours that's greater is to you? if I 
Indulge my Belly, lm laftl'd prefently • 
And are not yon punifh'd as much as that, 
Who on your Belly fpend your whole Eftate ? 
Feafis to perpetual Feajiers odious are, 
And drunkards feet rejuje their paunch to bear: 

If a poor Boy fell his ftoln Comb to buy 
A bunch of Grapes, we blame him prefently 5 
And yet that Belly-ilavegoes blarfielefs, that 
To gratifie his paunch fells his Eftate. 

Befides all this, you are not the fame man 
For two hours (pace together, neither can 

You 
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You tell which way to pafs your time away 
As you ought, when you have a leifure day, 
But Vagrant-like you from your felf do flie,. 
Sometimes with wine or fleep you vainly try 
To eafe your mind, but wherefoe'reyougo 
Your guilty Confidence dogs and pricks you too. 

Hor. Where's ere a ftone > 

Dav. At whom Sir would you throw> 

If you could find a ftone ? 

Hor. 'S death ! where's my Bow > 

Dav. Alas! my Matter's grown ftark raging mad, 
Or elfe makgs Verfes^ which is full as bad I 

Hor. Get hence,or to my Farm elfe,where I have 
Sent eight already, Tie fend thee th' ninth Slave. 

■ 

Satyr. VIII. By Jf/EfqT^ 

A Definition of an unhandfome Treat. 

HORACE and FUND ANUS. 

Hor. T T Ovp lil(d ye wealthy Nafidenus Feaft, 
I I For yefierday, intending yon my Guejt, 
'Twastold me you were there, andfiom noon too. 

FunTxoxh we were never mttx\zv.(Viot.yAs how? 
(An d if it bent too troublefome) declare 
How he reteivdyon 5 what your Bill of Fare. 

' Fun. Our firtt encounter was a Lucan Bore, 
KilFd, the wind South, for fo the Majier fwore 5 
About the Difli lay Lettuce, Radijh, Beets, 
And fuch as whet the fqueafie appetites, 

X As 
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As Skjrrvirtf) Pickled- Herrings, and next thefe, j 
A poinant fauce made of the Coan Lees: j 
This took away, two pretty Striplings come, 
One wip'd the Table, t other fwept the Room 3 
And, as you have feen an Attich^ Virgin go 
To Ceres Sacrifice 5 Ttraight other two, 
A Blacky the one, brought each his basket in, 
This full of Cacub, that of Chian Wine : 
When ftraight mine Hoji , Mecenas \ if you like 
A fiillier ho did, or a greener fpea k ; I 
I have 'urn both.(Hoi \)Povr voealthV-hut prithee fay, 
What mreyour company ^(F and) On the fitft Bed 
My fell, next me Tmrinus^ and below (lay 
Was Varius : On the fecond, Balatro, 
With him Vibidiw^ both Ma cends guefts 3 ! 
On the third , lay the Mafier of the Feafis \ 
9 Tw\xtNomentan,and Buffoon Portim, 
That fwoops whole Cufiards^xt ye fay, tvbafs thkl 
For his fake, t'other came, who underftood 
The way of eating, and with his Finger cou d 
Point out fuch fauce, and what wasin't, while we 
Eat Fifh and Fowl, and fuch like trumpery 5 
Though yet, the beft in feafon, as the Plaife, 
And Turbats belly which he carv'd me, was. | 
Next, came the blufhing Apples, gathered 
The Moon increafing} how they differed 
From others, he can tell you beft 5 when thus 
To Balatro began Vibidim 5 
We've fed our felves topfull, and now nmfkdfa 
Quite unrevengd, unlcjs we drink, him dry : 
And calls for bigger Glafles 5 at which word 
Mine Hojl look'd as he'd have funk under board; 
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So went and came his colour, dreaming left 
T* have met with {uch ftiff Drinkgrs, or a jeft 
So home, but rather thought, t ave fecn his Wine 
Deaded their palats, for 'twas hardly fine^ 
But to fmall purpofc, for the Rundlet now 
Was (et a fi/i^ and round the brimmers go 3 
Only fome one or two of the prime Guefts 
Made little fpoil : — But fee ! A fecond Feaft 3 
A Lamprey ftretcht at length, fwimming as 'twere 
Amidft a ftioal of Shrimps 3 On which, Mine Beer 
Cries note, This Fiji) was big of young when caught \ 
Or otherwise , V 'ad 00* been worth a Groat 3 
Then, for the rare Pottage! buttafteit pray J 
The Oil in it is right Campania, 
'T has more ingredient /, as Caviar e, 
The beft »>/>*7e Pepper, Lesbian Vinegar, 
Italian Wine. (Rut this, I dare be bold) 
Not a drop of \ was lefs than five years old 5 
All this was in the boiling f that once done 
Pour that of Chios in, or better none : ) 
I was the firft e*re boil'd Elecampane, 
And 3 Ringoes in it 5 from Curtillm, came 
Salt-voater-craw-fijh pickled, better far 
Than fuch as brought us from beyond Sea are: 
While thus mine Hoji, a piece of Tapjiriesfali 
Rais'd (uch a Duft, it (pie'd us, Difh and all 5 
We thought at firft/t had been the houfe, but when 
We (aw there was no danger, cheard agen 5 
But he (poor man) hung down his head,and cri'd 
A9 if his Son had at that inftant dy'd 3 
Nor gave he over, till Nomentanus, thnt^ 
Fortune our Foe, thou art a (curvy Puf ! 

X 2 'Ah 
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Ah what a cruel Vixen ttiart I ah horn ' 
Do* ft thou delight to mock^us here below I 
Twas even as much as Farius Towel could do - 
To keep'his laughter in, when Balatro 
(j\Wd on, And ftnce the courfeof life is fuch, 
We cannt ("quoth .he J admire your pains too tnuch^ 
lit fit, to make me handfomly receivd, 
Touftjould difquiet your felf, and thus be grievd, 
For fear the Bread be burnt, or the Pottage 
111 Jeajbnd, to be jure that every Page 
Perform his office right : add to all this 
What other accidents may fall amifs 3 
As this otff Hangings was, or that a Clown 
Should jlumble in % and run the Cup-board down ^ 
But (General-like ) Maftersof Feajls reveal 
That temper by crofs hits, the good conceal : - 
^ At which, mine Ho ft, Gods blejfwg on your heart! 
So good a man, and boon Companion ttiart 3 
And with it clapt his Sandals on; when ftraight 
There went a whijper round the beds. Hor. But what) 
What laught fat next .<? Fun. Vibidius cries, I think 
The Bottle's broke, that we can get no drinks 3 
And while they laugh at what waspaft^ quoth he, 
Balatro Jecondwg, Mine Hoft forme ! 
How lively he returns ! he looks as pert , 
As if he d help our late mifchance by art : 
Which faid, his Boys brought in a Charger fill'd 
With feveral things 3 a Cr*#e cut up, and grill'd 
With Salt and Flower 3 and fed with/%.r (tochufe) 
The well grown Liver of a Mik white Goofe, 
The Shoulders of fome Hares, by much the beft 
Of all the body, a broil' d Black bird's breaft : 

Ring- 

■ 
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Ring-doves, their thighs cut off, things excellent 
Had he not run fo Damn'd a LeSure on't ; 
As the caufe why, drawn from their Nature too : 
But we reveng'd our felves, Tie tell ye how 3 
We did not tafte one bit, but fled it more, 
Than if a Witch had (hook her Kercher o're. 



The End of the Second (Book of Satyrs. 
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BOOK I. 



• Epistle L By Sir R.F. 
To MJECEN AS. 

He Jays he dijmijfes his trifling Jludies, and embraces 
ihofe that tend to vertue : yet Jo as not to Jwear to 
any Mafiers words. And that theje Jiudies are Juch, 
that there is none but may be better d by them, if he 
but lend a patient ear thereunU. In the end he re- 
prehends the depraved jndgment of men placing 
vertue after wealth and honours, and caring more for 
the things of the Body than the things of the Mind. 

■ 

MJEcenas mention'd in my Odes, to be (me 
Mention'd in all I write} thou would'ft have 
(Enough feen, and applauded on the Stage J 
To the old fport 5 I have not the fame age, 
Nor the fame mind. Upon Alcides poft 
His Arms hung up, e're hk won Fame be loft j 
The Fencer that is wife, retires. I hear 
A voice found daily in my cleanfed ear, 

A Voice 
J 
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Free an old Horfe, left he (derided) lag. 
And broken-winded, in the laji aB flag. 
Therefore Love-Songs, and all thofe toys adieu, ' 
My work is now to fearch what's goodjNh&t'struc: 
I lay in Precepts, which I ftraight may draw 
Out for my uie. If thou denjand, whofe Law, 
What Guide I follow : Sworn to no mans words, 
To this and that fide I make Tacks and Bords. 
Now plung'd in billows off the a&ive life, 
At vertues Anchor ride contemplatife 5 , 
With Aristippus pow yield tothe ftream, 
More ftudying to get wealth, than to contemn. 
As nights are long to them their Miftrefs fails : 
To Hirelings, days : To curb'd Wards years are 
So flow and fo unpleafant ray Time flows, (Snails : 
Till ferioufly I aB, as I propofe 5 . , 
That which alike boots rich and poor, if done, 
Alike hurts young and old, if let alone. 
It refts, thefe rules I to my felf apply. 
Thy eyes will never pierce like Lynceus eye, 
Scorn not to noint them though if fore they are : 
Nor, of a Wreftlers ftrength,if thou defpair. 
Negleft to falve the knotted Gout. If more 
'S deni'd,'tis fomething to have gone thus far. * 
Revenge and Avarice boil in thy heart : 
There's words and founds will cut off a. great part 
Of thy difeafe. SweH'ftthou with love of praife? 
There is a Charm too which the Devil lays 5 
Reading a good Book thrice devoutly over, 
The Envious, Wrathful, Sluggifh, Drunkard, Lo- 
ft o Beaftfo wild, but may be tam'd, if he (ver : 
Will unto Precepts liften patiently. 

X 4 *Tis 
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'Tis Vertue to flie Vice : and the firft Stair 
Of Wifdom, to want Folly. With what Care 
Of Mind, and toil of Body, we avoid 
Mean wealth,and honours £»»/( A rotations God!) 
Th* unwearied MerchaDt runs to fartheft Ind y 
Through fire,through horrid rocks,Riches to find : 
What thou thus fondly doat'ft on, todefpife, 
Sit, learn, and hear from thofe that are more wife. 
Whofe Sword hath wod him honor in true Fights, 
Dufty 0^/V4Lawrtls,that man (lights, 
(Above thofe toys, and in his own felf rowl'd.) 
Gold excels Silver ; Vertue excels Gold. 

0 Romans, Romans, firft feek money ; then " 
tertue. This drops from every Scriv ners Pen. 
This is the Doctrine old and young men preach, 
Carrying a black Box dangling at their Breech, 
it of Sejlerces forty thoufand Jack 
Six or ieven thoufand only, though you raakfc 
It up m Vertues, Courage, Eloquence, 
Faith and the like 3 you're a Plebeian, Hence. 

- But playing in the ftreets, the children fing 
Another Song : He that does well's a King. 
Be this a wall of Brafs, to have within 
No black: accufer, harbour no $ ale Jin. 
Now (fadly^which is better, Otho's Law, 
Or the Boys Song, which gives a Regal awe 

1 ohim does well? A Song oft fung of old 
By manly Curii, and Camilli bold. 
Counfels he better, that fays, Money Get, 
If thou canft, well: but if not, get it yet, 
That thou fome piteous Play may'ft nearer fee > 
Or he that bids thee, Brave, ereU, and fee, 

To 

■ 
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To face proud Fortune ? If Ro M e's people now 

Objc&yWhyplac'd on our Bench vot'Ji not Thou 

The fame with us ? abhor f ft not what vi)e hate £ 

Affe&ft not what we love ? My anfwer's, That 

The (lie Fox once to the fick Lion made : 

Thy foot-fteps that way all make me afraid, 

And from thy Den that I perceive no treads. 

The People, 'Tis a Beaft with many heads. 

What, or whom fhould I follow ? fame buy places : 

Some for rich Widows trade with Beads & Glafles, 

And feed old men withGifts,like Fi(h with Bread, 

That they on them may afterwards be fed. 

Many growf fat with Ufury, But well # 

Let fevral men have fevral minds. Now tell, 

How long will any in the fame mind ftay ? 

Bait? The world hath not a fweeter Bay, (Lake 

The Rich man cries: when ftraight the Sea and 

The joy of their arriving Lord partake. 

Who, if ah ominous Hare (forfooth) come thwart 

To morrow ; Smiths unto the THEANUM Cart 

The Iron work; Has he at home a Wife? 

No life ("he faysj like to the Jingle life. 

If not, None bleji (he fwears) but married men. 

What knot can hold this changing Proteus $ Then 

The Poor man (laugh) alters his eating room, 

^is Barber, Bed, and Bath : and fick of Rome 

\s much as rich men that keep Barks, to float 

Ipon the water, goes and hires a Boat. 

f thou meet one, by an ill Barber notcht, 

r hon laugtijl : If one in Scarlet Breeches botcht 

Vith Frize \thon laugh'ft.hut what if my mind fight 

Vith it felf > Seek^that which it flighted, Jlight 

That 
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That which it fought .^.all Rules of Life confound? 
Turn like the Tide, build, raze, change Jquare to 
round 

Thou think'fl: me road in faftjion, and laugh? ft not, 
Nor that I need to have a Do&or got, 
And to be plac d in Bedlam by the Mayor : (care 
Though thou'rt my Patron , and confum'd with 
At the leaft fingers aking of thy friend 
That honours thee, and doth on thee depend. 
In fum, a wife mans only lefs than Jove, 
Rich,free,fair, noble } laji a King, above 
The common rate of Kings : But chiefly found, 
That is to fay, Unlefs his Spleen aboitnd. 



Epistle II. By SirR-F. 

T'LOLLIO. | 

He fays Homer in his Poems teaches fuller and bet- 
ter what is hone ft, than fome Philofopher $ bring- 
ing arguments to prove the fame.That in the Iliad, 
what are the incentives of War to foolifh Kings 
and Nations, is defcribed : and in the Odyjjes, by 
Ulyfies example, what vertue and wifdom can do, 
is frown. Then exhorts to the ftudy of Wifdom, as 
that which will heal the dijeafes of the mind, 
which he reckons up. But teaches withal, that men 
tmft from their tender age accuftom themfehfs U 
(uch like Precepts. 

Hilft thou (great Lol/io)m Rom do'ft plead, 

I, in Prtaefi, have all Ho me a read, 

Who, 



W 
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Who, what's out gotd, what not 5 what £n*t/e,what 
Fuller than Crantor, and Chryftppm (ays. . ("ta/e 
Why I think thus (unlefs thou'rt bufie) hear, 
The Lines, that tell how Greeks and Trojans were, 
fnvolv'd in a long War for Par// love, 
Mh Kings and Nations foolifhly reprove. 
Antenors counfel was, to fend the Caufc 
Of the War back. Paris fays, No : What Laws 
Compel Kings to be fafe ? N E S T o R, to piece 
The difference, runs, betwixt the Kings of Greece. 
And Tethy\ Son : One boiling with Loves flame, 
With anger botb.The Prtnce sJThefre to blame 
And the poor Pe o p l e (mart .for t.Mi(chief,Strife, 
Fraud,Rage,and Luft in Town^ and Leaguer tffe. 
Again what vertue and what xvifdom can, 
He (hews usjm th' example of the * Man *VlyJfes. 
Of Ithaca : who (Troy in afhes laid) 
The Towns and Manners prudently furvey cl 
Of many Lands 5 and through the Ocean vaft, 
Returning home with his Companions, paft 
Many (harp brunts, not to be funk with ftorms 
Of adverfechance.Thou know'ft the Sirens charms 
And Circe's Cups : which had he greedily 
And fondly tafted with his Fellows, he 
Had ferv'd a Whorifh Dame, and liv'd a Dog 
On his own vomit, or mire- wallowing Hog. 
The Suitors of Penelope were meer 
Puppets made only to devour good cheer : 
Elaskals, who minded nothing but their skin, 
4nd, that perfum'd and fteek, td fleep therein 
fill it was noon : then thought it brave, to wake 
With the fame Lutes with which they reft did take; 

Do 
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Do Thieves fit up all night to kill and fteal, 
And cannot we rife to intend our weal ? 
But if in health thou wilt not ftir about, 
Hereafter thou fhalt run f though with the Gout) 
To a Phyfician : and unlefs thou knock 
For Candle, and a Book, with the firft Cock : 
Unlefs to ftudies, and to honeft things 
Thou bend thy mind} with Love's or Envy's flings 
Thou'lt lie awake tormented. If a Fly 
Get in thy Eye, 'tis pull'd out inftantly : 
But if thy Minks Ey's hurt, day after day 
T/^O/reVdeferr'd.Setforthjthourt half thy way. 
Dare to be wife : Begin. He that to rule 
And fquare his life, prolongs, is like the Fool 
VVI30 ftaid to have the River firft pafc by, 
Which rowls and rowlstoall eternity. 
Money is fought, and a rich Wife for Brood, 
And a (harp Culter tames the favage Wood. 
Let him that has enough, defire no more/ 
Not Houfe and Land, nor Gold and Silver Ore, 
The Body's ficknefs, or the Minds difpel. 
To relifh wealth, the palat muft be well. 
Who fears, or covets : Houfe to him and Ground, 
Are piftures to blind men, Incentives bound 
About a gouty Limb, Mufick t* an ear 
Dam'd up with filth. A veflel not fincere 
Sowres whatfoe're you put into't. Abftain (pain. 
From pleafures : Pleafure hurts,that's bought with 
The Cov'tous always want : your pray rs defign 
To fome fixt mailt. The envious man doth pine 
To fee another fat : Envy s a Rack 5 
Worfe, no Sicilian Tyrant eVc did make. 

Who 
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Who cannot temper wrath, will wifh undone 
What, in hishafte, he may have done to one, 
To whom he (poffibly) would be raoft kind. 
Anger is a (hort madnefs : Rule thy mind : 
Which reigns, if it obeys not : fetter it 
With chains, reftrain it with an Iron bit. 
The Quiry moulds the Horles tender mouth 
T ? his Riders will. The Beagle from his Touth 
Is trained up tothe Woods, being taught to bawl 
(A Whelf)ztthe Bucks heads nail'd in the Hall. 
Now Boy,in the white Paper of thy breaft (beft. 
Write Vertue : Now fuck precepts from the 
A pqt well feafon'd, holds the primitive tafte 
A long time after. If thou make no hafte, 
Or fpur to over-run me, I am One 
For none will ftay, and will contend with none. 



The fame by Dr. W. 

(plead, 

\AT Hilc you at Rome (my honoured Lollius) 
V V J Homer at Pr£nefie once more read. 
Aquinas ne're fo well, nor Lumbard taught 
So fully yet, what's fair, or fit, or naught. 
My reafons this (if y* have no bufie hours) 
The ftory that relates Paris amours, 
And Greece (pent with the tedious Trojan Leager, 
Shews us how filly Princes are, how eager (feems 
The giddy Rout. That (hould be mov'd which 
The caufe o'th' War, Antenor wifely deems. 
But Paris to enjoy his ftpln delight, 
Thinks fcorn to yield. Nejior to fet things right 

Twixt 
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'Twixt Agamemnon and Achilles ftrives 5 

While Love the One,and both then pajfton drives, 

" The Officers are mad, and ftill the (mart 

" Lights on the Commons ; ftill they have the art, 

What with their mutinies, their plots, their fin, 

To lofe as much without, as thofe within. 

But then, what vertue, and good conduU can 
Perform you'l fee 5 TJlyffes is the man 
Troy wifely gain'd, he many Cities next 
Views, and their various Laws, is .oft perplext 
In hazards, ftorms, himfelf and his he faves, 
Not to be drown'd in Fortunes rougheft waves. 
The Sirens charms you know, and Circe's bowl 
Which had he quaft with's drunken-train, his foul 
H'had loft, a brutilh fervant to the whore, 
A Shag-tail Cttr h'had been, or miry Bore. 
We are that nwf,methinks, thofe idle knaves 
Made to be cramm'd, Penelopes lewd braves, 
Rifing at Noon to waflh, and powder hair, 
And then with noife of Fidlers lull our care. 

Will you not wake ? Felons are only ftirring 
For mif chiefs for yourfafety you re demurring. 
Ydul eafier now, than with a Drop fie run, 
Call for a Book, and Light before the Sun. 
Your early thoughts in Vertue unemployed, 
Will be with Love or fretting Envy cloy 'd. 
You'l move an Eye-fore ftr eight 5 and is it fenfe, 
To let the Mind be cu'r'd a Twelve- month hence ? 
Begin : 'tis half the work; a(Tume the power 
To live : exped not for ^ fairer hour. 

So ftays the Clown till th'hafty ^ra^bedri'd, 
Butth'everlaftingftreams ftill ftill do glide. 

We 
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We gripe for money ftill, marry for Goods, 
(Such Wives are fruitful^ grub and fill our Woods. 
Who hath enough, why (houjd he wilh for more? 
Did ever goodly feat, or Farms, or Store, . 
The fickly Landlord of his Quartan eafe, ( 
Or of his cares > the Owner muft have health, 
Who reaps a fatisfa&ion from his wealth. 
The carking Heart's not eas'd by Bags or Land, 
(No more than Bleared-eye by Titian* hand, 
Or Gout by Pubis, or the Ear in pains 
With Rheum, by Ferabofco's melting (trains 5) 
But what it holds, like mufty Bottle fpoils. 
" Pleafures ill bargains are, if bought with toils, 
" Dejires are endlefs, till you fx the end, 
" Envy con fumes forfatnef of a friend 3 
" Envy the worji of Plagues, the Tyrants fcourge, 
" Anger let looje, t ff unwary mind doth urge 
u To situate revengeful thoughts, in hajle, 
" Which afterward in bold blood you I dijtajie. 
" Angers a Jhorter phrenfie. Pajjion reigns 
" If't be nt enflav d, but curb it in with chains. 

The manag'd Colt is by the Horfeman taught 
T* obferve the Riders check : the Whelp is brought 
(Since firft he trail'd the Buck-skin in the Hall) 
To hunt abroad the Stag unto his fall. 
Now ("hopeful Boy /) counfels that wholfome are 
Take early next thy heart : the feafon d Jar 
Will hold his (cent : now run, Tie but give aim, 
lie neither ftop the fwift, nor help the lame. 
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Epistle III. By A. B. 

To JULIUS FLORUS. 

Advice to follow his Studies. 



IN what part of the world Claudius fights now, 
CMy Julius F lor us) I defire to know : 
Claudius our great Augufius Son-in-law, 
Whether to Thrace his Army's marcfrd away, 
Or whether Icy Heher them detain, 
If on the Hel/ejpont they ftill remain 3 • 
Or fruitful Ajtan hills and planes, or what 
The learned Troop of Drufus will be at. 
Thefe things I mind too, and what eminent wit 
Will to fojlerity dare totranfmit 
Thofe mighty things, which done by C<efar are, 
How wifely he makes Peace, how Jloutly War : 
What exc'llent piece will learned Titus write, 
The Roman admiration and delight 3 
He that fo bravely dares transfer the flame 
Unto us Romans, which from Pindar came, 
That fcorns to daBble in the vulgar Lakes, 
And into the Ocean a brave Voyage makes : 
How does he do > What does he fay jof me > 
By his propitious Mufes aid will he 
Tranflate the Verfes writ with Thtban fire, 
And tune them fmoothly to the Roman Lyre. 
Or with a tragick^ Buskin does he rage, 
And with high (lately language fill the Stage? 
And (prithee) how does Celjus deal by me? 
That molt incorrigible Plagiary, 

Who 
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Who has been warn'd fo oft, and muft bewore. 
To iearch for wit and fenjc from his own (lore $ 
And leave off pilfering out of Books that be 
By others writ, and plac'd i'th* Library. 
«« Left all the plunder d Birds fhpuld flockjogether, 
«*' And pom his gaudy back, pluck each his feather $ 
" And he of his Jloln colours like the Chough, 
« Stand Jlript, and make all the SpeSators laugh. 

But what art thou about>With what rare fluff i 
Does xhyMufe load her thighs?th'haft wit enough,> 
And that well polijht, not abfurdly rough* > 
If thou wilt Orator or Lawyer be* 
Or fall'ft upon delightfome Poetry t , 
Thy wit a way the Laurel juftly bears 5 ...... 

«« But if thou canft Jhdke ojfthofe feeds ef tares, 
" Where ere Cpeleftial wifdom draws thou It go, 
" This work, this fiudy, great and mean men too 
"Shouldfettfpon,ifwedtfgntobe 
" Dear to our felves, andtq. Pofterity. v . 
. I prithee fend me word,whether qt no 
thou do'ft fuch kindnefs fq Munatius (hew, 
As betwixt Friends and Brothers ought to be 5 
Or is your breach fince you did difagree 
So ill patent up, that it will never clofe, 
But every foot to its old rancour grows 3 
Yet whether height of blood, or want of witi 
Inflam'd yotir untam'd fpirits, 'tis not fit, , 
That your faternal knot ftiould be unti'd, 
In what part of. the world fo e're you bide 5 
I've a fat Heifer, which He gladly burn 
In jacrifice for your deGr'd return. 

■ 
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9 . Epistle IV. By A, 5. 



To TIBULLUS. 




TEH m tibnll*t, thou that do'ft fo far 
Indulge fiich trifles as my Satyr* are, 
What fhall I tell my friends that thou do'ft do 
Now in that Countrey thou'rt retit'd into > 
Writing Whole Voltttets : or haft thou thy mind 
Wholly to th r healthy Woods ahd W*A? confin'd ? 
Confidering only to enjoy and do 
Things which become a wife and good man too. 
Thou art hothiek-skuH'd blockfcadtfox wife heav'u 
To thee sin underftandihg Soul has giv'n. 
And With a fair Revenue does thee bleft, 
Which thou know'ft hoWtViy^as well's poffef. 
« What could a Nurfe for het dear Child beftech 
«* More than right undetftanding, and plain fpetch? 
** To live belov'd in honour and in health, 

Teat whole fo me Diet, and to want no wealth ? 
"When thou'rt toft up and down 'twiitthope and care, 
• 6 Inflam'd with anger andfljtunhjtp with fear : 
** As fo»n as fitch a day-is ever-paji, 
«' Comfort thy JHJ, that that's to he the laft : 
" When an hdur comes that brings thetjoyand Mif, 
** If unexpected, Oh ! hole gratefuVtis 1 * 



Come fee me, thou (halt find me phtotp and feif* 
I, of this Corps of mine, take Ipecial care. 




Epi- 
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Epistle V. By S\tR.F. 

* * ■ . 

To TORQ.U AT US. 

tie invites Totquatus to fopper, tichich he fays will be . 

* frugal one. Exhotts him (bidding farewel to 
Cares, and the deftrc of Riches) to give himfelf to 
Mttth ; {feeming a little light-headed with 
the joy of Auguftus his Birth-day) lajhesout into 
the praijesof drinking. Names three things where- 
of he is fiudious in his entertainment , and the 

firftofthefe.Cieanlinefi. 

IF thou fa Gueft) on a Joy n 'd-ftool canft fup^ 
Andin afmallMefsallthebroth (up up: \ 
1 (hall at home expeft thee by Sun-f6t. 
Wine thou (halt drink of middle age, add Wet 
Minturns J s growth hard by. If thou haft ought 
That better is, command it to be brought, 
And treat thy Hoft* Already the Logs burn$ 
And the fcowr'd Pans (hine, on thy fcore. Adjoutn 
Light hopes, and Riches ftrife, and Mofco% Caufe 
To morrow 5 C;£ s a r s Birth-day gives a Paufe 
To toil, and leave to fleep. Without offence 
We may fpin but with chattiiig Eloquence 
The Summer night. What do I care for wealthy ' 
Unkffe to ufe ? Tis a mad kind of ftealth* 
For one to rob himfelf, t'enrich his Heir. 
Tie quaff, afid %rkiklc Rofes, and not care 
Though Im thought wild for this. The rare effe&s • 
Of Wine ! Lore, hid in Blufhee, it deters i 

Y a Hope* 
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Hopes it enfures : it makes the Coward fight : 
Learned the Ignorant : the fed heart light. 
Whom have not flowing Cups eloquent made ? 
Whofe debts (though ne're fo great)have they not 
I am the man : and my charge I will make it,(paid? 
(Willing, and ndt unfit to undertake it) 
To have the Forms clean rubb'd : the Napkins fuch 
As may not curl our Notes up to touch : 
That in the Platters thou may'ft fee thy face r 
That no falfe Brother carry from the place 
Ought that is fpoke : that all of a fuit be, 
Septitnius $ Brutu* $ Sure Cards, thefe. Let's fee : 
Then (If not taken up with better chear, 
Or by his Girl) Sabinus (hall be here. 
EacbCmeft may bring his (hadow. But the fwcat 
Will beoftenfiye, if too clofe we fet. 
Thy number, write ; and (all things laid afide> 
Thy Clients bobb'd, out at the back door glide. 



> 4 . > J 



Epistle VI. By A. B. 



To NUMICIUS-. 



Not to trouble hitnfeif veitb worldly matters; 

'. • • 

Umicius to admire nothing at all, 
LX 1 Which in this world to Mottals may befall* 
Is <wc, if not the only thing, which can . . , 
Mafe and continue thee a happy man. • 

Philofopby renders fome men fo bold, 
They're not a frighted when they do behold 

The: 
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The Sun and Stars Co varioufly appear, 
In all the dijfertnt jeafons of the year : 
Or in unufual motions, why fhould ? ft thou 
Be more tranfported with the things below > 
Why fhould'ft thou mind the treafures of the earth, 
Thole Gums to Which Arabia gives birth ? « 
Or Silver, Geld, and precious Germ, with which 
Both Indies do the reft o'th* world enrich ? 
Pleajure or Honour ,or thofeg^j which come . 
From the felt ended Citizens of Rom* 
With what a w/W and fbould thefe things be 
Poffefi'd, or but refieSed on by th£e } 
He that the contrary to this does fear, 
His pajfions like th' Admirers paflions are. 
A mind difturb'd, which way foe're it come, 
On one fide and the other is troublefome 3 
And fudden apprehension of all things, 
To thofe that fear or love much terror brings. 
What is it to the purpofe, whether we 
Defire and fear, and fad or joyful be? 
Wno when a thing befals him, bad or good, 
If more, or other, than he thought it wou d 
Doth prefently look blank upon t, and grow 
Aftonifti'd both in mind and body too. 
The rvtfeman is an Afs, the jufi man grows 
Unjuft, if they would be too vertuous. 
Go now, and gaze upon thy maflie plate. 
Thy Brafs and Marble Pillars made tor St ate $ 
Thy coftly Hangings of rich Tapeftrj, 
J^nd coftly Garments of the Tyrian Die, 
And hug thy felf when thou (halt thoufands fee, 




Rife 
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Rife early in the morn, away to th' Hall, 
And till 'tis late at night there tug and taw/, 
Left Mutiuf grow rich before thee, he, 
Who is by birth inferiour much to thee. 
Shall fuch a freaking fellow, as he is, 
Be thy example, when thou fbould'ft be his > 
u What e're is hidden time will bring to light, 
" And that will vanijb, which new Jhines fo bright, 
" Nay thou, who on th' Exchange, and at the Hall 
" Artfo well known, and honour d too by all, 
«* Forfaiting all thefe things, mujl go at lajt 
*f Where our Fore-fathers are, wboje days are paji. 
If thou do'ft any fharp difeafe endure, 
Ule all thy Witt to get aprejent cure. 
*' Wilt thou live well > who would not > Vertue if. 
" The only way to gain true happinejl 
And therefore-all thy vanities thrown by, 
To it couragioufly thy mind apply. 
" Make that thy bufutef, and do not fuppofe 
" That to talk_ much is to be vertuous. 
That words together put will vertue prove, 
As Trees together put will make a Grove. 
But if wealth be thy aim, purfue thy Trade, 
Take heed no other Merchant do invade 
Thofe Ports thou traffick'ft to, and take from thee 
Thy bujineffes which now fo gainful be. 
Heap up a thoufand Talents, then one more, 
Add a third thoufand, and then make 'um four. 
tc This mighty Monarch Money to w Jends 
" Fair Wives, great Portions, Reputation, Friends^ 
" This makes us Noble, though our Birth be baft, 
And gives eurperfons comelinef and grace j 

*That 
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« J*** ^ wdfefr lind wMh chink* 

" ^ «Wf* ingenious and oandfome thinkt 
The Cappadocian Ring, though he had ftore 
Of 67acw, was in's Exchequer very poor: i 

But be not thou like that unhappy King, 
T otauM* in one, and not in every thing. 
Lucullus wasdefir'd Cthe ftory fays ) 
To lend a hundred Cloaks for fome new Plays. 
Where (hould I have fo many Cloaks (faid he) 
But yet I'le look, and what J have fend t'ye. 
A little»after this he fends them word, 
That he 5000 Garments could afford, 

Which in his houfe lay by unknown to him, 
And that they might have part or all of them. . 
That houfe is much unfurniuYd where there are 
Not many things fuperfluous, and to fpare b 
Goods which the Owner knows not of, but may 
Be unconcern'd when they are ftoln away. 
If (as Minuter m us faid) nothing can be 
Delightfome without love and jollity % 
Then live in love and jollity 5 farewel: 

. If thou of any better Rules canft tell 
Than thefe, Impart them to me candidly 5 
If not, I pray, make ufe of thefe with me. 



TbefimbJ.W. Efc 

TF then, wealth only makes, and keeps man bleft, 
Make that thy orft of works, and leave it laft : 
If publick Honittr 5 buy fome progging Slave, 
May point thee who goes by,what^m»itljey hav? 

. Y 4 PJuck 

■ 

Digitized by Google 



. * 

3*8 EPISTLES. 

Pluck thee by Otfjlecve, and tell thee fuch or fuch ■ 
Are worth your hand , you can't reach't but too 
His interejl lies here, and t'others there, (much : 
Make um your friends, and you are Conful clear. 
Thus putting on a pleafant face to all, 
As their y ears are, this Son, him Father call. 
If eating be the bufinefs, let s away 
Jn order to't 3 we ftay too long: 'tis day 3 
Roufe our dull Servants, make one take the Nets, 
Another hunting Poles, a third the Spear, 
And io returning through the gaping Fair, 
Lead a tall Mule home laden with a Boar, 
- Not hjU'd (as they fuppofe) but bought before. 
Let's bathe on a full ftomach, as forgot 
Whether convenient for our health, or not. 
Right Ceritesy la wlefs: very Greeks that think 
Their Country far of lefs efteem than drink. 
If ("as Mimnermus') nothing's to be done 
That has not Love, zndPleafure in't, Let one 
Live, and fare well 3 land if you've better chear. 
Impart it pray, if not, be merry here. 



- •»*. • .... 
Eeistle VII. By A.B. 

To M^CEN AS. 

That Liberty is more acceptable to a Friend, thm 
1 " coftly Entertainment. 

> m 

IPromis'd, when I left you laft, 'tis true, 
Within five days to come again to you 

Into 
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[nto the Country, and you look' d for me 
All Auguji long, to come accordingly 5 
Yet I have faiVd you • now Tie tell you why 5 

Not that I flight fuch worthy company $ 
But your hard drinking kills me. I profefs, 
" Jon Id love me better, if you Id love me lefs. 
If you id have me live long and healthfully, 
Give me now I am well that liberty 
Which were I fcj^ I'm fure you would allow, 
For I fear fickpefs, though Pm healthy now* 

In thefe hot Dog-days, when each little thing 
T hit ft irs.the blood, does mortal ficknefs bring. 
Autumn the Sextons harveft/when we meet 
Mourners and *Funerals in every ftreet : 
When women fend their Children out, for fear 
They (hould be ftifled by the City air. 
The Lawyers venting mercenary breath, 
Brings Fevers and (a happy riddance !) death. 

But when the W inter comes,and Heav n beftrews 
The flubbed ground with frequent jr<>/?/ and fnows* y 
Then comes your Poet to the waters fide, 
Where he t' indulge his body will abide, 
And ftudy very little. And (if you 
Will give me leave) Tie wait upon you too 
When gentle Zephyr' blows (as Poets fing) 
And the ftrfh Swallow nfhers in the Spring. 

Your favours do enrich me, not like thofe 
Which the Calabrian Inn-keeper beftows 5 
Who with/crabb'd choaky Pears his guefts did 
And rudely over-preffed them to eat. ftreat, 
Erf (i/ you love me) all thefe Pears, fays he > 
No (lays the gueftj Ithank. you heartily, 

■ 
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Tveeat enough already. Put up.pray, 

Tbofeyou canrit eat, and carry them away, 

(Says the free Hoft:) No ( replies the Queft) 

Ton are too liber alto me in your Feafi, 

Nay fiByourpoch§ts,(c[x\i&\i the Ho(t) tbefe toys 

Are grateful prefects to your Girls and Boys* 

I'm as much eblig'd t' you (fays his friend J 

As if with Pears you me home loaders fend. 

Do as you pleafe (lays the Hoft) but what you ferw, 

Tve Hogs which will be ready to receive* 

" Thui Prodigals and fools are free of that 
u Which thefc do vain flight, thofe vainly hate $ 
Such roots in gratitude do always bear, 
And will yield only thai from yearto year j 
WhUft he that is both goo d and wife declares. 
That he from worthy men himfelf prepares j 
And canldifcern^W men from had, as well 
As he can fiver from brafs money tell. 



Of all the worthy perfons in the Nation. 
But if youl'd have me never leave you more. 
My former Jirength of body, pray reftore 5 
My black curl'd lochia which on my forehead grew, 
And my bewitching nimble tongue renew. 
Revive my witty merry ^rightly vain, 
And in my Cups my amorous flames again 5 
Oh ! make me weep, or run ftark mad, nay die 
For Love, if my coy Afr/2rejf (hould deny. 

A little Fox with hunger j lender worn, 
Crept through a crevice irit a hutch of Corn, 
And, having fill 'd his paunch, firugled in vain, 




With his great belly, to get out again : 



AWeezle 



I 
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A Weezle Jpi'd him tugging at the chinh^ 
Qazte him this good advice. Friend, if yon think. 
E're to creep ant, you muji become as thin 
As yon were when you did at firft creep in. 

I will apply this Fable, and rejiore 
To you what e're you gave me heretofore* 
I love not to be ctamm'd, for i defpife 
Thole drowfie Banquets which the Vulgar prize : 
Not for Arabias wealth would I deftroy 
That eaje and freedom which I now enjoy* 
You Ve often prais'd me for my modefiy, 
And I've declar'd that you have been to me 
A Father, nay a King, both to your face, 
Nor (aid I lefs when you were not in place. 
Try me, if I can chearfully refign 
All thofe rich things your bounty has made mine, 
Twas not ill laid by young Tekmachus, 
Son of Ulyjfes, who did anfwer thus 
To Menehus* proffering to beftow 
A Horfe upon him, Sir, I do not h&or* 
What to do with your Horfe . for Ithaca % 
Is an ill place to hgcp a Horfe in 3 Hay 
And Qrafs are very fcarce there, and tberfs no 
Plains or Campaign for Horfe to gallop through 
Therefore tray keep yorr Prejents, for fhey be 
Fitter by half for you, than th % are for foe. 

Mean things become mean men. I now do not 
Admire Romes (lately Palaces a jot, 
But quiet Tybnr and Tarentum be 
My aim to live in for my privacy. 

Philippus, a great Lawyer, when he came 
From pleading home at night,grown old and lame, 

Com- 
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Complain'd much, that the Court too diftant was 
From the Carinas that's his dwelling place. . 
The ftory fays, that he by chance efpy'd 
One trim d, that dudi'th* Barbers (hop abide, 
Paring his nails with'sPe*-^*/^ calls tos boy 
(A Lad that was ingenious to obey 
And quick t obferve his Majiers raind^ fays be, 
Demetrius, Go, as( and bring word to me 
What yonder idleperfon is, and who, 
And what Patron he is related to$ 
Where he was born, and what EJiate he has, • 
What his name is, and who his Father was. 

The Boy went, ask'd, and told him prefently f 
Volteius Mena was his name, and he 
A Cryer by profeffion, of a fraall 
EJiate, but he giv'n to no vice at all ; 
Sometimes he up and down did trade to get 
Money, then ftay ? d at home and liv'd on it 5 
Play'd with his little Children when alone, 
And in a (mall houfe liv'd, but 'twas his own 5 
Follow'd hisbufinefs, but his leifure days 
Spent at th 5 Artillery gaound, or feeing Plays. 
From his own mouth (fays he) 1 long to kpoy. 
Whether all this which thou relat'Ji be jo. 
Therefor* go tell him that his company 
I much dejire^pray him come fup with me. 

The Lad goes, comes, and tells his Mafter, Sir % 
I told the Gentleman , but he I not ftir, 
Neither indeed would he believe that you 
Invited him^or what I [aid was true. 
But wond'ring with himfelf, 'tis Jirange I fays /f, 
What ! an old, rich, gnat Lawyer, andfo free I 
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But he was civikandfnLijf his hat, 

Thanked you,as who Jhouldfay — here's this for that. 

Did he deny roe > — Tes perverjly too, 

And flights, or elfe fiands much in fear of you. 

Next day the Lawyer in his fight appears, 
As he fold Fripery to the Wajlcoateers : 
Gives him thefirft falute- y (urprifc'd hereat, 
Thebalhful Merchant lowly doffs his hat, , ~ 
And goes t* excufe the meannefs of his Trade, % * 
Complains that he thereto a fiave was made 3 
Begs Philip pardon, that he did not come \V; 
To Supger, when he was invited home 5 • , 1 ^ 
But that which did feem to affliU him worft, 
Was that he did not yifit Philip firft. j 
Come Oavs Philippwi) youve no other way r 
For pardon, hut to fup with me to day. ^ 
Tie wait upon you, noble Sir, fays he. 
The Lawyer tells him, that the hour was three % r 
Bids him i'th' interim mind his Calling fo, 
That he by trading might the richer grow. 

Hetalk'd at Supper what e re came in' sway, 
Said what he Jbould, and what he Jhoulctnot (ay : ] 

A 1 .11 1 1*1 11*1*1- 



* 



At length he takes his leave, and .« ; 

To Bed. Next morning he does thither come, ?t 
And is obferv'd fo often there to wait, T 
And nibble at the Lawyers dangerous bait, 
That he became his Client, after that -~ 

He every day at Philips Table fate, ' \ 

And on the Holy-days, when there was no 
Pleadings, to Philips Country-houfe they go 

his brave gilded Coach together, where ^ 
Volteius prais'd the Sabin fields and air V > 

Which 
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Which when the Lawyer found , it pleas'd him 
Says he, My bodies coriftitution s fitch, (much : 
That hither Vie for good and allretire^ 
And live at eafe here 5 only I defire 
Tie company of fitch a (fiend at yon, 
That is Jo prudent andfo cheatful too, 
And if yen I pur chafe Jomething in this Totto* 
One hundred pieces I will give yon down, 
And I will lend another hundred t'ye, 
Meerly t 'enjoy four pkafant company. 
So (not to make more words on't than I ©tight) 
A final! Farm there , at length the Merchant 
bought. 

Now he that was fo fpruce a Citizen, ' 
Became one of the Herd of Countrey-metl j 
Of Sheep and Oxen's all his talk, and bow 
To plant young Trees, and gb to Cart and Pkmgb. 
To all his Studies now he puts an end, ' 
And to grow r ich his mind does wholly bend. 



His Oxen kill'd at Plough, his fields did not 
Bring forth according to his expedition, 
Griev'd with thefe heavy lolfes, iq a pajfton^ 
He takes his Horfc at midnight, and away 
To th' Lawyer's houfe,whom when the Lawyer faw 
With fuch a f»/?;c£.di{contented look, 
Ton loo\ (fays he) my ftknd, as if you toof^ 
Overmuch care andpains. Ttuly, fays he, 
My honour d Patron, if you Would call me 
By any name that fits me, let it be 
A miserable wretch 5 and I intreat ' . 

You by the Gods, and alhhat's good or greatj 

By 
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iy all that's dear to you, that you'l reji ere 
fie to that life which I en joy 'd before. 

As foon as Philip had confidered, what 
Difference there Was 'twixt what he would be at, 
\nd what he fo declin d, Let him (fays he) 
Return to what he has been formerly. 
What fits mbefikbeji; 'tis good and meet , 
T* t**k$ our Jhooes according to our feet. 



" the fame by S.W<ut?^~ 

» 

TPrOtaL^'d but five days from you to ftay, 
And how *\\ 1 have been away 5 
But Cdear Mdct n * j ,f you »d ha Ve me ]j ve 

Lufty and ftrong, tfi*. freedom to me give, 
(Now I fear fckneyl) as >. n aUow . 
And bid me take, if I indeed ,.« re f Qm 
Excufe your friend till fickly Antum..*, 0 » re 
Autumn that is in Funerals never poor 5 ? 
When the fond Mother for her child looks pale, 
And a full Term, and bufinefs crouds the Hall 5 
Where, whilft the drudg attends, 
A Fewrhaftes his Will, and Law-fuit ends. 
But if (harp Winter cloathsthe fields with fnow, 
Your Poet down to your CouUtrey-houfe will go, 
And fiVing there obfeure, himftlf willfpare, 
And only for his jBtw^and Health take care : 
With hopes to Vifit you again at Spring 
And the fiffttidiiigs of it with him bring. 

Not as my Country Hofi his Pears does tea*, 
Have you return'd me full 3 Our fare's but eoatje, 

Vet 
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Yet feed (&ys he) Ithankjou I've done well, r 
Do better then, thefe fruits wt i never feU: 
Tour Servant Sir. Nay thofeyou jhalt tabs borne, 
Tou will more welcome to your Children com* 
I am ohligd,as much as if I did. 
Take what you pleaje ; but I Jhould thus be rid 
Of that, with which 1 mufi to th' Hogs be kind. 
Who (trait pall have\whdt e'reyou leave behind. » 
" So Fools and Prodigals no gifts beftow 
" But what they hate, or what they do not know; 
Yet this rank foil a thankjef cropdoes bear, 
Nor will it better yield another year$ 

But a wife man, though he the difference V«om 
'Twixt nold, and trifles, when ( he thefe 
«' For worthy hands, fays he, they v** : deiign d ; 
« Nor me lefs worthy.fay I, (M y ou fand - , 
But if I muft always wit> /° L U remain, 
Letmemy youth ar^'f * haV e a 8?5 5 . L 

My lufty ba C k^ ooih f orehead * and b,ack bajrj 
Now jfi**P&r4> or Chang d, by age and cares y 
\JdKj\ my mirth and raillery again, 
nd Cynare, whpfq lofs I grieve in vajn. 
Once on a time,, through a very little hole, 
A hungry Fox into. an Hen-rooji Jiole, k 
And glutted there with Poultry, dllabouti 
But all in vain, fought where he might get put s 
The hole too Jiraightwas grown, his paunch too wide^ 
Which at a difiatfce, when the Weezel fpfd^ 
" Sir Reynard, faid ihe, you mufi be as thin 
ec If you d get out, as when you firfi came in. 
Urge «ie but thus, Tie quickly all refign, 
Yet not fo foolijh am I to repine, 

And 
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And a Swains deep, before full tables chufe, 
Though for both Indies Yd no freedom lo(e* 

My modefty you heretofore have prais'd, 
Nor have I lefs your worth with titles rais'd 5 
Father and King were the worft names I g«we* 
My felf in every place I ftil'd your jiave 5 
And judge you now it* I can well reftore, 
Or unfay what fo oft has been faid o're. 
Telemachus was wifer to refufe 
Great Menelaus proffer 3 4t I've no ufe 
" For Cotfrfers, faid he, nor have we goad fced i 
" Or running with us,forfo high a breed. 
" Rather, great At reus Son,ithy gijts retain, 
" And let them, where. they better fuit, remaim 
A little does a little man content, 
Give me no Palace^ but a Tenement 5 
A Cottage at Tarentum will fuffice, 
And Rome compar'd withTybttr I'll defpife^ 

Philip the famous Orator, one day 
As from the Bar he came, and thought the way 
To him grown old, and wearied with the throng. 
Thence to his Chamber,n^vG feem'd half (b long, 
Seeing i'th* (hade, clofe by a Barbers door, 
One newly trinTd, that with light knife ran o're " 
Each fingle nail, and pair'd it withfuch grace 
As if he ftudied to out-trim his face } 
" Go (faid he to his boy J enquire his Name, . 
u What Father, whoje Retainer, whence he came /? 
" He's caWd Volteius Mena (fays the boy) 1 
tc A Cryer, that does little wealth enjoy, 
<c But a good Name, (that to th' whole world is known^ 
" Who jometimes bujinefs has, and jometimes none. 

- 
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" Juji enough for a livelihood, which yet 

" He does as freely fpend (he fays) as get. 

46 Of mean acquaintance, but a honfe ef's own, 

" And when hes either tird, or work^quite done, 

<c Can to a Play or Wreftling wager go. 

" All this I from himfelf defire to know, 

<c Replies the Sage) bid him to fupper come 

" This night, whillt I before walk foftly home. ■ 

" How now ! Ant pleafeyou Sir, hed fcarce believe \ 

" / came from you, and wondWing did receive 

> "The invitation. Whatelfe? And by pre 

" Returns his thanks. Deny 'd then muft I be ? 

- <c Ithinl^jo, and he you does fcornorfear, 
" Or elfe invited thus, would fcarce forbear. 

Philip next morning, as to Court he went, 
Menas good morrow did with his prevent, 
And greeting gave the day, and eafe from cares, 
As to the People he expos'd his Wares. 
Volteius to excufe himfelf began, 
His pedling trade, and mercenary Chain, i 
That his commands he had not fought at home, 
Nor was fo happy as to fee him come 3 ; 
" All this 27/ pardon (faid the Counfeller) • j 
<c But on condition you no more defer . 
" Tour coming to me, whom J now invite j 
ic The fecond time, to fup with me this night. 
"Toufloall command me, (Mena faid ^) Let three 
" (Philip return 'd) the latefi minute be 3 

<c Till then your bufwefi mind But Supper's come 3 

Where when they'd freely talkt, my Gueji goes 
Yet like a Fifh that nibbles at the paft (home. 
So long, that by the gills he's caught at laft 5 

By 
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By often viftts he becomes more bold, 

Turns Client , and unbid a room does hold 

At everyFeaft^ by Philip isdefir'd, 

To go where i'th' Vacation he retir'd : 

And out they ride. Mena commends the air, 

And Sabine fields, with fruits all gay and fair. 

Which Philip hears and fmiles; but mirth and eafe y 

What may himfelf, or new retainer pleafe, 

Being his care, he gives him fi fry pounds, 

And lends him fifty more to buy fuch grounds 5 

Which done (for 111 make allthe hafte I can) 

My City-Cryer is turn'd Country-man : 

Prunes his grown i^/^canftoutly hold the Plow, 

Climb a tall Elm, and trim its higheft bough 5 

Dies at his labour, and with care grows old, 

And equals nothing to fat Land, but Gold? (rot, 

But when his Goats by Thieves, Sheep fell by th* 

The field his hopes and charges anfwer'd not, 

His Cattel dy'd, his Oxe at plough was (lain, 

Himfelf no longer able to reftrain, 

At midnight up he gets, and in a rage 

Rode poft to Philips houfe, his furtheft ftage 3 

Whom as the Lawyer faw all rough with hair, 

And never fhav'd fince they together were 5 

" Volteim, (aid hc^you too thoughtful loo^ 

" As if more care than what is fit^ you took. 

" Undone good Patron, faid he, Tm undone, 

c ' And by the name of Wretch muji hence be kpowft* 

"By your felf therefore, and the Gods y adore \ 

u Tour owngoodGenius, I your help implore, 

H That but this once you d eafe me of my pain^ 

" And turn me to my former life again. 

Z 2 He 
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Ke whole paft ftatc the prcfent doth excel, 
Let him take quickly up if he'd do well. 
Return in time 5 for reafon this requires, 
That a mans own foot meafurehisdefires. 



Epistle VIJ[. By A.B. 
; ' CELSUS. 

That preferment jhould not tranfport him. 

C>0 when I bid thee Mufe, and wifh my friend 
J CelftK) who now on Claudius does attend 
As Secretary and companion too 5 
Much health bid him, Live merrily^ and do 
Ilk bufinefs prudently, and if he doubt 
What kind of bufinefs I am now about 5 
Tell him I promife excllent things, but I 
At prefent live not well, nor pleafantly. 
Not 'caufe the Rail-florm broke our Vines^ nor yet 
Becaufe our Olives by the immoderate heat 
Are fljrivell'd up, nor caufe my Flocks that lie 
In Fields remote are fick,but becaufe I 
Am fick^'xn mind more than in body 5 for 
I can't endure to hear what men fay, nor 
To learn a Phyfical receipt that may 
My great diftemper cure or but allay. ^ 
My learn'd and true Phyfician me offends, 
And I do peevijfily rail at my friends, 
Becaufe they offer to deliver me 
Out of my much bewitching Lethargy 3 

^ Theft 
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" Thofe things which hurt me mofi I mofl purfue^ 
" And what is good for me I jiill efchew. 
<c At Rome 1 Ty bur love, and when Ynt come 
" To Ty bur, I urn mad to be at Rome. 
After all this, ask how he does, and know 
How he proceeds, and how all matters go. 
Ask him how he doesClandiM pleafe, and how 
He and the Regiment do cotton now : 
If he fays, Well 5 tell him, I'm glad to hear 
That happy News 5 then whifpcr in his ear 
This truth} " In this promotion, Celfus, we 
" As thou demean ft thj Jelf y will value thee. 



Epistle IX. By A. B. 

* 

Ttf CLAUDIUS NERO. 

On behalf of a Friend. 

» • 

GReat Sir, Septimius underftands how vaft 
That Princelylove is which on me you caft, ' 
And by entreaties hath prevail'd with me, 
That I (hould praife him and prefent him t'ye 
As a man worthy every where to be 
Receiv'd into your breaft and Family, 
Who only worthy men and things eleB. 
He thinks Pm honourd with that great refpeft 
To be your bofom friend, he knows my power 
Better than I my felf, for till this hour 
I never tri'd it on you, and I us'd 
What arguments I could to be excus'd : 

Z j But 
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But fearing left I might too far difown 
Thofe Princely favours you on me have thrown, 
And fo be thought fuch a diffembling Elf 
That's only beneficial to my filfi 
Therefore that I may not be thought to be 
Jngrateful (that's the worfl of Infamy) 
IVe put on fuburb- brows , and if you can 
Once pardon a necejfitated man, 
Who waves his modejly to ferve his friend, 
Accept this perfon which I recommend 
Into your Hpufhold, and take this from me, 
A ftouter, better man you ne're did fee. 



Epistle X. By S\vR.F. 
T^FUSCUS ARISTIUS. 

He praijes to Fufcus Ariftius (a lover of the City) the 
Country life, with which himfelf was delighted, and, 
recounts the feveral Commodities thereof Withal 
deters him from ambition , which accompanies the 
City life, not that of the Country. 1 

TO Fufcus, the Torrns Lover, health I wifli, 
That love theGwwfrj.-differing much in*/>*r, 
In all elfe twins. Both like,diflike, what either : 
A pair of old Doves bred of Egc;s together. 
Thou keep'ft the Neft : I love to Hie abroad, 
To haunt fweet Brooks, the moffie Grot, & Wood. 
What would'ft thou have > I live and reign,when I 
Have fhun'd thofe things ^wpraifeft to the sky, 

1 And 
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And like a Comfit-makers Prentice fled, 
Cloy'd whhPreferves^m better pleas'd with bread. 
If one would live with all conveniences, 
And firft in building the foundation is, 
Where doth frank Nature thruft out fuch a breaft 
As in the Country, with all good things bleft } 
Where is it that the Winter's warmer ? where 
Tocool the Dog-ftars bite, is frefher air, 
And the fierce Lion's rage, when all his heat 
T h* exalted Sun pours in, to make it great ? 
Where does left envious care our fleeps difpel ? 
Do Floors of Parian Marble look or fmell, 
Like Flowers ? The water when it heaves to burft 
The leaden Pipes with which in ftreets 'tis fore'd, 
Runs it fo pure, as when melodioully 
It quavers in the Rivers Falls ? Evn he 
Affe&st'have Trees, whoin the City builds, 
And that his houfe (hould but furvey the fields. 
Drive Nature with a Pitch- fork out, (he'l back 
Victorious (fpight of State) by a fecret Track. 
He that wants skill right Scarlet to defcry 
From counterfeit, will not more certainly - — 
Be couzen'd in a Shop, then he (hall be 
That knows not true from falfe felicity. 
Him , whom a profp reus State did too much 
plealej 

Chang'd,it will (hake- What thouadmir'dft with 
eafe 

Thou canft not quit. Fly great things : In a Cell, 
Kings, and the Friends of Kings, thy life may excel. 
The Stag fuperiour both in Arms and Force, 
Out of the Common Pafture drove the Horfe: 

Z 4 Until 
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Until thevanquifh'd after a long fight 
Pray'd Man's affiftance, and receiv'd the Bit 
But having beat the Victor, could not now 
Bit from his Mouth,nox Man from his Back, throw. 
So he that fearing Poverty, hath fold 
Away his L/'£erjf^ better than Cold, 
Shall carry a proud Lord upou his back, 
And fervefor ever, caufehe could not lack. 
Who fits not his Mind to it, his Eftate 
If little, pinches him , throws him, if treat. • 
Wifely (Ar i sti us) thou wilt Jike thy lot, 
And wilt chide me if mine content Me not :' 
If more I cark for, or if more I crave. 
Who ere has money, either 'tis his Slave, 
Or 'tis his Mafter, as when two men tug * 
At a Ropes ends: W "are dragg'd unlefs we drag. 

Givn in Vacation^ that * Goddefs Cell. 

Save that I have not thee, perfeUly mil. 

* The Rimans adored Vtm'm as a Goddefs, by the name of Pkaou. 



Epistle XI. By S. W. 
To BtlLLATIUS. 

# 

That Felicity confijls not in any Place or Condition, 
f hut in tranquility of the Mind. 

Ow you have Lesbos, and fair Santos fecn, 
At Sardis, Colophon, and Smyrna been, 

' ' What 
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What think'ft thou, good Bullatius, is all true 

That fame reports > (for (he knows lefsthan you.) 

Do they exceed the Common voice, or are 

Their fields, with ours, unworthy to compare ? 

Is not our Tyler better than their Seas ? 

Or which o'th* Aftatique Cities pleafe ? 

Does Le£e<J#f,beoaufe you refted there, 

And found that eafc,you elfe fought every where? 

*Tis a poor place indeed to Gabii, 

Yet thefe Fde choofe to live retired and die 5 

[Forgetting all, of all my friends forgot*) 

Whom though they pity, yet they envy not. 

Where from the (bore I might behold the Main, 

And rate my pleafures by anothers pain. 

Yer neither he, that does from Capua come, 

Wet to the skin, and on his way to Rome, 

Would take an Inn for home, or think a fire 

Or Although numb'd with cold,his chief defirej 

And feek no further, but his kind ftars blefs, * 

As one arrived to perfedt happinej?: 

Nor for a ftorm fhould you forjmar the Sea, 



To one that's (afe Mit'lene and Rhodes are fair, 
But as Furs in Summer, Silks in Winter are : 
As Tiber is to fwim in when it fnows, 
And as a fire i'th* midft of Auguji (hows. 
While Fortune fmiles,let Rhodes be prais'd at Rome, 
Chios and Samos^ faireft are at home. 
Vfe the fweet Intervals the Gods allow, 
Nor till next year put off what may be Now. 
That every place alike may feem to thee, 
And thou alike content in any be.. 




If 
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If prudent Reafon fetsno bound to Care, 

Nor can thofe Lands that bounds to th* Ocean are : 

And he that reaches them too late, fhall find 

The place is only changed, and not his Mind. 

And yet we ride, and fail, and journeys make, 

Or happinefs to find, or to o'retake 5 

That which thou feek'ft is ready at thy hand, 

And 7Jliibr<e may be the happy land 5 

For (friend) an even Soul can make it there, 

And what we no where find) have every where. 



Epistle XII. By A. B. 
To I C C I U S. 

* 

That the ufe of EJiates makes men rich. 

WHy do'ft thou murmur lecius, and repine, 
Becaufe Agrippa* wealth is more than thine ) 
Thou art his Steward if thou rightly ufe 
Thofe fruits which his Sicilian lands produce 5 
jf<?z/ehimfclf can't give thee a greater ftore, 
Therefore leave off complaining that thou'rt poor: 
cc For he's not poor, whom Fortune does produce 
" What ere k neceffary for his ufe. 
u If thou canji get good Diet, and warm float hs, 
" Cxfars Ejtate can't give thee more than thofe. 
"If at a Table jlofdwith various meat, 
cc Thou canjt abjiemioufly a Salad eat, 
" Thou by that vertue wilt as wealthy be, 
" As if kind fortune had fhowrd Gold on thee 5 
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c J<V f jFrifH mil above money foar 9 

c And thou wilt thinks all things inferiour 

c To amiable Vertue, which alone, 

• c To good mentis guide and companion. 

Vlen wondred at Democritus when he 

Sate in his Study, and his Hogs did fee 

Root up his Corn-field, and his Garden fpoil, 

And he (ate ftudying unconcern d the while; 

His thoughts were let on higher things, and thoa 

Wilt be as great an admiration now, 

Who in this fcabbed avaritious time, 

Mind 'ft nothing mean, butaim'ftat things fublime. 

What bounds the Sea, what makes it ebb and flow, 

What maizes the year round fo exaSly go 5 

Whether the Planets move by their own power, 

Or do obey fome cauje fuperiour ; 

From whence tti Eclipfes of the Moon proceed \ 

And how fie's from her objuration feed. 

What means the jarring jympathy of things • 

And whether good or evil from it firings y $ 

Whether Empedocles dejerve our Faith, 

Or that berighttr which the Stoick faith. 

But whether thou ddight'ft to feed on Fifh, 

Or only Leeks and Onions be thy difti ; 

Pveceive my good friend Grojphus courteoufly, 

And 4 grant him freely what he asks of thee; 

<c For he has fo much modejiy and wit, 

4 c That he I as/{ nothing but what's jujt and fit : 

" Friendfrjip doth come to a low market when 

cc Any things lack'd by good and worthy men. 

But 'caufe perhaps you have a mind to know, 

How all affairs here in our City go 5 

Agrip- 

^ • * . ' • Digitized by Google 



348 EPISTLES. . Book I 

Agrippas valour has Cantabria won, 

Th* Armenians too by Nero are o 'rethrown. 

Phraates does great Ci/irs laws obey, 

And on his knees fubmit to th' Roman fway : 

Befides this feafonable harveft yields 

A plenteous crop in our Italian fields. 



Epistle XIII. By A.B. 

■ 

TV V I N I U S ASELLA. 

Inftru&ions for presenting his Poems to Auguftus. 

AS I have oftentimes, and long fince too, 
Inftru&ed thee 5 when thou to Court do'ft go, 
(Dear Viniui) Fid have my Poems be 
Prefented to Auguftus feal'd by thee, ^ 
When he' is well, and of a chearful mind, 
And when to read them he is well inclin'd. 
Do not by much ojficioufnefi offend, 
Or hurt me, whom thou ftudi'ft to befriend : 
Nor yet make men my Poems to contemn, 
Becaufc thou importundy proffer' ft them. 

But if the Volume of my book (hould be 
So cumbcrfome, that it {hould weary thee a ' 
I'd rather thou fhould'ft throw them quite away, 
Than on thy flwulders them like Dorfers lay ; 
And fo make thy paternal name, becaufe 
Til Ajina^ to fignifie an Afs $ 
And make thy felf a Table-tal^ and be 
Ridiculous to all pofterity. 

Set 
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Set all thy ftrength to't, pafs through thick and 
And when th'haft had thy will,and entred in ( thin. 
To Cfpr's prefence, ufe the matters fo, 
That prying Courtiers may not come to know, 
That thou a load of Poetry do'ft bear 
Under thy arm, as if a Rttftick. were 
Carrying a Lamb^ or drunken Pyrrhia 
Carried the ftoln guil/s of Yarn away : 
Or as a Tenant when he gets a Rowje^ 
Carries his Cap and Shooes from's Landlords houfe. 

Nor tell the Vulgar that thou fweat'ft to bear 
Lines which will pleafe both Ctfars eye and ear. 
And though th'art courted ne're fo much, prefi on, 
Shew no body aline — Well get thee gone, 

Farewel, be careful that thou err 'ft not, and 

If thou e re lov'ft me, break not my command. 



Epistle XIV. By R. T.^itZi— 
To hk BAIL IF F. 

The difference betwixt a Country life and a City life. 

m 

THou Bailiff of my Woods and pleafant Field, 
Which ferv'd five dwellers once , and us'd to 
Five Burgeffes for Baria, by thee now ("yield 
Contemn'd, let's try who weeds beft, I or you 5 
Whether my mind or ground be better tilfd, 
Which is the better, Horace or his field. 
Though Lamias pity mou rning th* hafty fate 
Of s Brother ravifht from him do create 

. Occa- 
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©ccafion for my longer ftay at Rome, 
Than ordinary, yet ray heart s at home. 
That ftrives to break all flops, for I prefer 
The Country, thou the Town as happier. 
Who likes another s fortune, hates his own, 
He is a fool that does accufe the Town 
Or Countrey either, and doesfalfly find 
Fault with the place, when all the fault's in mind, 
Whkh never flies it felf^ when you were (lave 
To th' Baths, and liv'd in Town ; you us'd to crave 
Withfilent Prayer toberemov'd to go 
To be a Country man 5 now being fo 
You covet Baths, Plays, and the Town 5 you fee 
I'm conftant, and when bufinefs urges me 
(Which I of all things hate) to Romel part 
From thence, fad and afflidted at my heart. 
Our fancies don't agree : what you dejjnfe 
He hkgs that is of my mind, and decries 
What you commend 5 to fuch a ftrange degree 
Are odds at prefent brought 'twixt thee and me. 
A jolly Whore,and Un&ious Sack does move 
(I fee it vy.ell) thee to this earnelt love 
Of th' City, and becaufe my ground yields quicker 
Pepper and Frankjncenfe, thznGrapes for liquor ^ 
Befides another grievance is, you lack 
A Neighbouring Tavern to afford you Sack. 
And a (he Minflrel that you to her found 
May dance o're the preft earth fome blundering 
round. 
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Ne're toucht, and feed'ft with care th 1 unharnefs'd 
Jades. , 

By 
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By thee the River too in time of need 

By Dammsis taught to fparethe Sunny Mead: 

Now, go to, and what thus divides us hear; 

Me who foft Robes and powder'd hair did wear, 

And us'd with fparkling Cynara to fport 

Freely, and drink till midnight 3 now a ftiort 

Supper contents, and fleep upon the Grafs 

On a Bank-fide, by which fome ftream does pafs 3 

Nor do I yet believe it is a Jhame 

Once to be wild, but never to be tame. 

No body there does look askew with fpite, 

Or with black hatred poifon or back-bite 

Me when I thrive, none envies there my gains, 

My Neighbours joy with me when I take pains; 

The City fare with Servants you do long 

To eat, and crowd your (elf into the throng. . 

The fubtle Jlavethut waits, and's call'd all hours, 

Envies thy u(e of Cattel, \V00d and Flowers : 

TheOxe would be for tti Saddle, tti Horfefor Plow, 

Let all (Jay J) ufe well the Art they kpow. 



Epistle XV. ByR.N.&m. 
To V A L A. 

The pleasure of Travelling. 



PRithee, good Vala, write, what kind of Air, 
What fort of Men^znd what their Manners are 
At Velia and Salernus - y For I fee 
The Baian waters are not good for me ; 

And' 
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And (o Antonius tells me. And 'tis this 
That makes the Baians take it much amift, 
That in the Winter I cold Waters ufe : 
Truly their Myrtle Groves thus to refyle, 
Thus flight their, Baths fo talk'd of all about, 
For being rare in curing of the Gout, 
Muft make them grumble. But thefe men, that will 
Cure a weak Stomach >or a Head that's ill. 
With colder fprings, to Gabii muft repair, 
Where colder Waters are, and colder Air. 
But I'm advis'd to change, and when my Horfe 
Goes toward Baia, I divert his Courfe, 
And tell him 'tis not thither I muft go $ 
And then inrag'd I curb him in, and fo 
Make him to underftand me 5 For, in truth, 
A Hvtfes ears are in his bridled mouth. 
I prithee write which of the two excels 
In Bread 5 and whether I out ot the Wells 
Or out of Cifierns muft the waters take. 
I come not for their Wines, but Waters fake. 
In th' Country any Dietfdoth me pleafe 5 
I love good Wine, when I go near the Seas. V . 
Wine, that will drive away all Cares, and will 
Withfwelling Hopes through Veins and Soul diftil. 
Wine that will make my tongue with words to 
And make me brisk when to a Girl I go. (Row, 
Write me which place moft Hares and Bores doth 
Whofe Rivers gi£at£ft ftoreof Fifties breed; (feed, 
That thence I miy both Fat and Fair come home} 
For thee to write,*nd me believed all one. 

When fthevius hadlHs Patrimony fpent 
Profufely, then to live b^\Wits he meant, 
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And turn'd a Jejier, roving to and fro, 
And made no difference 'twixt Friend or Foe, 
But jeer'd at all. One that would fwallow morfi 
Down his wide Throat, thart would a Common* 
(hore. 

What e'rc he got went down his Guts, ancf when 
He mift of better fare abroad, he then 
Would feed on Guts and Garbage, and eat up 
Of that more than three ravnous Bears would fup. 
When pincht with want,he'ld fay each Glntiqks gilt 
Was tobefear'd 5 But when he'd got a glut 
Of better fare, and all confuted, held fay 
No wonder if Eftatcs are fpent this way, 
For there's no pleafure underneath the Sun* 
Like Feajiin^ and a Belly like a Tun. 
So I in want commend the thrifty Fare, 
And eat fuch Vi&uals as the coarfeft are. 
But when i light on better food, I then . 
Say thofe are wife, and thofc the happy men 
That live in plenty where they can behold 
Houfes and Lord/hips purchas'd With their Gold. 

■ 

EpisILE XVI. By R. T.Stc^c 
To Q_U I N T I tl S. 

A Defcription of a Good Man. 

ASk me no more my Slaintius, whether t • 
Cad in my Farm grow rich by Husbandry, 
By the retail of Apples, Oy 1, or Wine : 
View but the Model of what I call mine. 

A a An 
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An entire Mountain 5 fever'd by a low 
Vale, yet it is not altogether (b 
Obfcure, but that the morning Sun looks on, 
The evening airs it, e're he will be gone. 
You can't but praife the Climate: Come, what though 
My Quick-lets arc not Blackberry, or Sloe y 
The Kerneldoes as well, if I can pleafe, 
And fat my ftock with Acorns^ take mine cafe 
Under a (hady Oak, you muft confefs 
To this, Tarentum is a Wilderneft. 
Water'd befides with fuch a Spring, it may 
Adopt a River, Hebrus it (elf, nay, 
Thrace cannot equal it,approv ci for all 
Head maladies: 'tis a purge natural. 
In Autumn 'tis this fweet retirement pleafes, 
This keeps me proof (believ't) againft Difeafes. 
Rome fays, yes boafts, you only happy are : 
All is not true men fay : Indeed I fear 
They know more than your felf does : He that 
Be fb, muft be not only wife, but good. fwoud 
If at your Dinner you (hould have a fit 
Of a chill Ague fhake you, would you fit 
(Becaufe your Guejis fay you look well) and eat 
Until you can no longer hold your meat ? 
He is a modejl Fool that wont difclofe 
He has a clap before it reach his jyoje. 
If one (hould tell you of a ViBory 
You lately had on Land, others by Sea, 
Buzzing into your ears, that it is known 
To Jove, you fought Romes fafety, not your own : 
You know this is the great Augustus's due: 
If when they call you Virtuofo, do , 

You 
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You make anfwer to the name, or cati 
You fay I am that learned Gentleman ? 
I do believe there's hardly one of us - 
But may be fometimes ftil'd ingenuous 3 
Yet he that faid fo, can you know unfay 
To Morroto all that e re he faid to day : 
As a brib'd Jnjiict muft if fafalr pleafe, 
Give up his Patent, take his Writ of Eaji. 
If the Unconftant Crowd (hall (ay, Let go, 
You aren't the men we prais'd : it muft be 
What if fm followed with a tine and cry. 
Stop Thief, he has committed Burglary 3 
Or if my Pious Neighbors (hould prefent 
Me, a Loofe Liver or incontinent. 
Nay, what if at the Seffions 1 am try'd 
By a nice Jury for a Parricide 3 
If I am fure, and know my Continence clear, 
Shall I then blufti, or elfe look pale for fear ? 
Falje Honour pleafes, but falje Infamy 
A frights: Whom t Thofe that love to hear a lye. 
I wonder who 'tis you call good : Your fine 
And learned Barrifter that can untwine ' ■ ' 
Statutes, quote Reports, Books of Entires, pare ' 
The Law, and fplit out Jujiice to a hair 3 
He that can knowingly give Evidence, 1 
And fmooth both Parties to a Reference ! 
Yet there isfcarceone Houfe in the whole Town, 
But whifpers this man Knave, for all his Gown. ' 
If my man tell me thus 3 Sir, I ne're lay 
One night from home, or wrong'd you : muft I fay 
Begone? lie never trouble thee 5 If he ' , ' r 
Says he never committed Felony : 

Ai 1 Muft 



Digitized by Google 



35* EPISTLES. Eook I. 

Muft I not profecute, but fey, Be free, 
' Tis pity thou (houkTft e're be hangd by me 5 
I am a Godly, Pious, Sober man ? \ < ' 

Yes, yes 5 but do you think SabeUus can 
Believe all this? The Wolf the trap efchews, 
The Hawfand Kite flic the fuppofed nooze* 
Good men will hate all Wickpdnefs* becaufe 
They Virtue love more than they fear the Laws. 
You4f you think you can cheat handfomely, 
All's one, whether Clergy or Laity. 
Although it is a fmall lofs, if you nimn 
But one Bean from a Quarter, 'tis a fin. 
He's only counted honeft now adays 
That the whole Parifti looks upon, he prays 
And cries Amen fo loud at Churchy although 
Sometimes if you hearken clofe, he's as low 
Whifpering } Prithee fweet Devil give me leave 
To cheat Devoutly, bet let none perceive. 
Give me a Cloak for all my Knavery 5 
Whafothis man more, than a Servant ? or why 
D'ye call a Mifer, Freeman ? I have feen 
A Boy make both (loop for a Groat of Tin. 
He that ft ill covet s.ftill fears : I don't fee 
What ground you have to lay this man is free, 
H as fled his Colours, forfook the Field, which 
Flies to turmoil in bus'nefs, and be rich. 
If you can fell your Pris'ner, never kill, 
But let him ferve you 5 let the Hardy till 
The Earth, turn Say lor, weather't out at Sea, 
Import Bir^S 'twill help the Granary. 
He that is truly wife will dare thus to 
A Judg ; Come Sir, let's hear the worft y ou'l do : 

Why 
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Why riefeize upon your Goods, take awSyf : : 




That touches him, ('twould any man) D(VDy 
Fm^Dcatblfiihe UJi fceneofMifery.* m >I 

• .* . ' ft • • ' ii 1 ■ t J 



Epistle XVIL By £. N.«*t<rn 



T#e *r<iv to re* Great mens Favours u - * 

* *• t • • 

SCrft/i, thou * rt wife enough to tell : ' j _ 
How to make ufeof thy Supe/ours wt\{^J J \ 
Yet learn of thy^w^r///r/FFikd^ and thrill? . ' 
He Aatis W/W may undertake tb fhew V ^ ^ 
The way $ yet mark, perhaps I may makeMibWn 
Something thou wilt defi^QB^fkfke. tbil^fi^Ar 

Tf thou wilt hug thy felF4*4tfc welcome Eaje, 4 
If Sleep till next day sSuoarife doth pleafe, 
If thou'rtdifturb'd with ik 9 Hurry, and the r Norfe / 
Of Carts and Coaches , and of Dam-me-Boysf J ;* / 
I prethee to thy County- houfti repair 5 ' ; i|r 4 
For 'tis not rich men My happy ate y 
Nor lives heill, that lives and dies mkpown r jr ' T 
But if thou'lt profit thine, and be more boon 
Unto thy felf, though poor, yet come unto 
The Rich mans more delicious fare. Tis true 
ThiCynickfnd that Arifiippus would 
Refufe the fare of Princes,\{ he could 

A a 3 Dine 
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Dine patiently wtiSdtiit y He again ; /• " ,; 
Said, that the Gymfa would his Herbs difdain, 
Did he but know what 'twas by Kings to be '* 
Feafted. The Cjtfcfe faying poirits at me. 
But thou, my Friend;>cbufe,andapprove,and teach 
Either of both thrift doings and their fpeech 5 
Or as thou art a young man yet, mark well 
Why^friftippM Bore away the Bell 5 
For he fas I by many oft have heard) i 
That fame morofe Diogenes thus jeer'd, 
I jeft for Kings, but to my profit* Thou 
Only for th' empty noife o'th 9 People 5 Now 
That's the more Noble\: l t6 ride the Kings 
Great Horfe defire, Thou aim'ft at bafer things. 
Bqtthou Wilt $kw ]kn$w'ft<B© PWrt} *: 
Yet poorer aft, .$m M% that gives to thee. 

# AUIbrts of life M { &$ipp*s blefs^ : . r : /' 
Aimitig at great thin&§ 5 yet content with lets * 
But tq thee none, whofgoaly Robes and Fence 
Were; nought but i£$g/and hel^iefe Patience. 
If fuch ar mrje of lM&faTt*yerjk% . , 
Can any man beepme i ^is ftrarfge tame* . - 

Though Arijiipptp rtefre defire to bfei> ! 
Array VI jn Robes of i^fr/>/e madfey y&he 
pould wear them v yea he fi^uld in comely fort 
In Cloaths, or good, or bad hfmfelf deport. 

Jo thee a Sc arlet Clty&did more abhor, 
nd rather fly it than a $nak§^ or Qm* 
pive him his Cloathai eife he with cold will die, 
And thjne,then let the Fool his Fortune try.( Jove, 
T atchieve great things, apd Cwf*er,looks like 
It fliews a reach at things that are above. 

» 
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Tis no difgracefor Subjects to comply ' 
With gen'rous Kings : all have not wealth laid by. 

Fear of fucceis makes Cowards, beit fo j 
But he's the Man, that thorough ftitch doth go 5 
He is the man, or none. One fears to ask 
A Prince* favour, 'tis too great a task 
For his too narrow Soul. Another he 
Begs boldly, and obtains. If Vertue be . 
Still Vertue,doubt not, but that man is wife 
Who asks fo, that he gains both Praife and 

Poor men, if modeft, will with fome obtain, 
While others faucily (hall ask in vain j 
Here's then thediff'rence,whether your favours be 
Humbly receiv'd, or fnatcht immodeftly. 
The (urn of all we aim at then here ends, 
Be meek and modeft with thy Richer Friends. 

I have a Sifter wants a Portion, and 
A Mother poor> a Farm lies on my hand 
That can't maintain me 5 He that thus doth fay* 
Doth in effeabeg Alms: another may • - ; - 
Cant out his wants aloud, and keep a ftir 
And cry, Give me one piece of bread good Sir : 
A Crow, whilft feeding, if he would not gar, 
Would have lefs trouble and more Meat by far. 

One that is expert in the High-way Strains, 
That of the bitterw»ld, and ftorms complains* 
That cries his Pocket's pickt, and his fmall ftortf 
Of Money ftoln, Juggles but likea Whore, 
Who weeps for her loft Chain, or cries ah me ! 
My Garter's ravifti'd from beneath my knee 
Such common Cheats as thefe take all belief 
From real LoJfes t and from real GrieE . 

A a 4 He 
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He that is once thus chousd, will foon beware 
Ur helping fuch as feigned Cripples are, 
And though a Canting Cripple begs with tears 
To be helpt up, and by Ofirk fwears, 
And fays, I'm lame, I do not mock, and then 
Cries out, 0 help, help me hard hearted men I 
The Neighbors rail at him, and cry begone, 
{jet help (jou rafcal) whtreyou are not known. 



Epistle XVIII. By A.B. 



* 



To LOLLIUS. 

f - . . 

• _ 
* 

Em to be a good Companion. 

M Y blunt friend LoUius, if I know thee right. 
«7L . u do ' ft abhor to P^y the iW/e, 
Where thou profeffeft friendship ; for fo far 
Ditters a fiiend from a bafe flatterer, 
Asa grave Matron from a Strumpet, who 
Differ in wW, in look., and £*/2»re too. 

But there's another vice as great as this, 
Tha t is a rough-hew?d clownifo furlinefs, 
When men unmannerly, unpleafant, rude, 
Themfelves on others faucily obtrude 5 
And mdifcreetly blurt out words which be 

Vv* a " d Call ' C VertHe and Libert J' 
" *^?tuc's the mean betwixt two Vices, and 

" From Vices is fendd in on every hand. 

Some being obfequiom more than does befit, * 
jeer fuch as a^low'r end of Table fit j 

' * But 
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But when a great man nods, will tremble, and 
What e're he fays repeat at fecond hand 5 
As a poor Shool-hoy fays his leflbn o're, 
Which his harfti Majier di&ated before. 
Or as the Mimick, ecchoes back what e're 
Verfes or words by th' A3ors fpoken were. 

Others difpute for trifles without end, 
And for Straw-matters tooth and nail contend, 
They'll rather lofe their (hare in Heaven than they 
Won't be believ'd in whatfoe're they (ay 3 
Or not fpeak freely what comes in their brain, 
And that as impudently to maintain. 
But what's the gueftion makes all this ado ? 
Which was the better Fencer of the t wo, 
Cajior or Docilis 5 whether Appiunf, 
Or Nnmicus lead to Brundufium 5 
Who's out of his Eftate by gaming run. 
Who by expenfive Wenching is undone, 
And what Fantajlick Fool goes at a rate, 
In habit far above his mean Eftate. 
Gn whom th' infatiate appetite of Gold 
And Silver has got a perpetual hold 5 
Or elfe of fbme vain-glorious fellow, which 
Makes it his bus'nefs to be counted rich. . ' ■* 

The wealthy Patron who is ten times more 
Skill' d in all Vices than he can that's poor, t 
Hates fuch concerning talk, and does ablior it, 
And either hates the Blab, or checks him for it. 

Like a good Mother to her Daoghters, he 
Defires that meaner men (hould wifer be 
*Than he himfelf is, and more vertuons too, 



And tells you things that are perhaps too^true, 

% Strive 



$62 EPISTLES. Book J. 

Strive not with me (Cays he)Pve an EJlate 9 

And that in me will felly tolerate 5 

You re a mean fellow, and your Coat muft be 

Cut as your Gloth is : Don t compare with me. 

Eutrapelu* to whom he did intend 

A mifchief , he would coftly habit (end, 



1 




lift 


c 





Sleep all the day, mind nothing but his Whore, 

Run into debt, and grow at laft fo poor, 

He muft turn Fencer, and for bread (ells blood, 

Or drive PackcHorfes for a livelihood 

Other mens fecrets never care to know; 

But if a friend into thy bofom throw 

A fecret, and defire thee to conceal it, 

Do not, though ne're fo drunk, or mad, reveal it. 

Thy own peculiar Studies ne're commend, 
Nor what thy friend does fancy reprehend 5 
And if to hunt, thy Patron minded be, 
Don't thou lie puzling with thy Poetry. 
'Twixt Zethuf and Amphion, both twins, hence 
There did arife a pievifo difference ; 
Zethus,z Country Gentleman, inclin'd 
To Hounds and Hawty 5 Amphion gave his mind 
Wholly to's Harp, but laid it quite afide 
Until his Brothers heat was pacifi'd. 
" In fmall things, 9 tis good prudence to refgn 
cc Thy will to hi s who fe povo V is more than thine. 
And when he brings into the Champain ground 
His hunting properties, Horns, Horfes, Hound, 
Lay by th' unjociable Mufes then 
As recreations for old lazy men. 

Go 
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Go hunt with him, then (up and take thy (hare. 
OF what your fports produc'd, be't Bore, or Hare : 
Among ;the Romans 'tis a Recreation, 
Which is much us 'd, and in great Reputation. 
Befidcs 'twill make thee healthy, and livelong, 
Efpecially fi nee thou art found and ftrong, 
To keep in with the Dogs, and with the Bore % 
By thy own ft rengt h to grapple, and o'repow'r ; 
Befides 'tis known that there's not any mart 
For feats of Arms like thee, or dares, or can. 
When thou didft fence or wreftle, oh ! how Ipud^ 
Rang thy Applaufes from th' admiring Crowds 
Wh en but a boy the Souldiers duty thou t 
In the Cantabrian battel didft pafs through, 





m 


UK 


m 


m 



Thofe Enfigns which had been from Craffu* ta'enj 

Do not withdraw thy felf without a juft 
Excufe, npr lie ftill that thy parts may ruft, 
Although in all thy a&ions thou tak'ft care 
They Ihould be done exa&ly by the fquare 5 ; 
Sometimes i*th- Country, thou defcend'ft to toys, 
A8ing a Sea-fight with the little boys ; .. . 1 < 
Two formal Navies thoij do'ft then equip, 
And armed Boys in both of them do'ft fhipj 
On one fide for Mark. Anthony > thy Brother, i 
Was Admiral^ ior Ctfar thofc on t'other. 
Your F athers little Lake was made by thee ^ 
For this great Fight the Adriatic/^ Sea, 
Where you the ASian battel afted o're, 
And ne re gave off till one was Conquer our. 

And 
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And if thy wealthy Patron does once find . 
Thee love thofe things to which he give9 his mind, 
Tickled with that he will extol to th' skies 
This very Play, and think xhj^folly wife. 

I Would ad vife thee furthermore (ifthou 
Didft ftand in need of an advifer now.) 
" When thou do ft talk of any man, take care 
4t Of whom, to whom, and what thy Riches are. 
<c Shun him that is inquifitive, for he ^ 
« Will be as guilty of (iarruhty. 
<c And his ftill gaping ears itch to reveal 
What e 're his friend intrnfts him U * conceal. 
And 'tis impojftble e're to recall ' * ■ ; ■ ; :: * ) 
c< One fy II able which we have on te let falh \ . 

And it thy Patron has a mind to toy 
With a fair Lady, 6r a gritty Boy, 
To his great Houfe yortmuff fiich resverence bear, 
As not to fall inlove wit h'eitber there; 
Left he that keeps them (hould prove fo unkind 
As to deny, and thou difturbthy rhind 5 :! : 
Or (which is worft) (hould grant<Hce thy requeft, 
And thou popt off with thefe, content rhuft reft. 

u At fir ft ftght ni x re commend a man, left thou 
<c Hereafter Uufhfor him thou frdifeft now 5 
For we are (ban d£ceiv*d, arid to a Friend v • 
We oft unworthy men and things commend 5 
And therefore if one, whom thou didft fuppole, 
Was a good perfon, (hould ^xovGDitious, 
And thou be fo deceived; praife him no more, 
Say thour't miftaken, and fo give him o're. 

But if a Friend thatto thee's throughly known 
Behind bis back's ttaducd by ahy one, 

Stick 



Digitized by Google 



Bttfckl. EPISTLES. 365 

Stick to him bravely 5 for our names depend 

a In abfence on the courage of a friend 3 

Ne're let him carelefly endure a wrong 

From any Cowardly reproachful tongue. . 

" For ist not plain, that who malicioujly 

" Backbites thy friend, will do the fame by thee ? 

H When thy next Neighbours houfe is all on fire y 

" Tisthy concern to makf his flames expire } 

" For fire will gather Jlrength if let alone, 

" And with thy neighbours houfe burn down thine own. 

By unexperiene'd men 'tis thought to be, 
To wait on Great men great felicity 5 
But fuch as know what 'tis, care not to come 
Among Great men, but count them troublefome. N 

For thy part now into the World th'art got, 
Make it thy bufinefs to go on,, and not 
Permit thy Veffel to fail back again, 
What e're contrary Winds difturb the Main. 

u A merry man abhors a man that's fad, . 
" And fad men hate all merry men as bad. 
" A dull man hates an aftive man, and fo 
U A fp r ?ghtly perfon hates a man that's flow. 
The fudling fellows, who pafl: midnight drink, 
Hate fuch as fromtheir profFer'd^Za/ej fhrink: 
Though thofe that do refule them truly fwear 
Wine vapours in the night pernicious are. 

Look chearjully'm company 5 for he 
That's fi:amefacd\ generally thought to be 
A fellow of mean birth andfpirit, and all 
Thofe that lit filent men do dogged call. 

But above all converle with wife menftill, 
And read good Booty #nd learn from thofe the skill 
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How thou may'ft eafily pafs through this World % 
And not be vex'd and up and down be hurld 
By an infatiate defire, vain fear, 
Or hopes of things that of fmall moment are. 
Confider whether Fertue be produe'd 
By learning^ or by nature be infus'd 5 
What lejjens cares 5 who makes a man to be 
A friend t f himfelf 5 whence pure tranquility 
Proceeds, from Honour, or beloved wealth, 
Or from a life led ("as it were ) by ftealth. 

When I do to my Country Farm retreat, 
By thofe cool ftreams which me refrefti in heat, 
What do'ft thou think I think upon > or what 
Believ'ft thou, if I could, I would be at? 
I only pray that fmall EJlate, which I 
Now have, may tarry with me till I die. 
And thofe few days which I have yet to live, 
(lf Heav'n to me any more days will give) 
I may enjoy my felfj of Books have ftore, and 
Have neceflaries for a year before-hand 5 
That I may never float 't wixt Hope and Doubt, 
What an uncertain Hour may bring about. 
4t But *tis enough to pray thofe heavenly Powers 
" Who give and take at Will what we call Ours. 
If I but live, and have my Pockets lin'd, 
Let me alone to get a quiet Mind# 

m 
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* * • * * 

Epistle XIX. By A. B. 

* 

To MEC£NAS. '.. 
A Difcourfe of Poetry, 

L Earned Mec£nas y if y ou'l credit give 
To old Cratinus, not a Verfe can live, 
Nor long be pleafent to us, which is writ 
By fuch as from raeer water fuck their wit. 

Since Liber has been plcas'd to rank all fuch 
As have of Rapture a tranfcendent touch, 
'Mong Fawns add Satyrs^ the delightfome Nine 
Did almoft every morning fraell of Wine. 
And Homer s praifmg Wine, made Poets think 
The good old Man did much delight in drink. 
Hence Father Ennius would not write a Line, 
Till he had firft got a good dofe of Wine. 

The Politicks and great Affairs at Bar 
We leave to thofe that grave and fober are, 
But we'll withhold from ftich fow'r fouls as theirs, 
The high Prerogative of writing Verfe. 

As foon as this was publickly declar'd, 
All Poets up the brimful Qoblet rear'd 3 
And for the Laurel all night long they drunk, 
And the next day of Wine all Poets ftunk. 

But was this Poetry ? Shall every one 
That with a furly look,and fhabbed Gown(Town 7 
Walks without ftiooesand (lockings through the 
As reprefenting learned Cato, ftraight 
His vertues and good manners imitate ? 

When 
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When Hyarbita aim'd to gain the glory 
Of rare Timagenes for Oratory, 
Striving to fpeak with Eloquence and Wit, 
He ftrain'd his Voice, fo that his Lungs were (plit. 
iC A pattern does delude a man when 'tis 
" Only purfud in that which if amifs. 

Should I by chance look pale 5 Poets would fall 
To drinking Cummin-feeds to look fo all. 
Oh fervile herd of Imitators, who * ^ 
Make me both angry with, and laugh at you, v 
And the bafe drudgery which you're forc'd to do! } 

Twas I firft fet roy daring foot, where none 
Had ever trod a ftep, but I alone. 
" Who on's own natural fancy does rely, 
" heads as a Captain does his Company. 

Twas I that firft the Romans did infpire 
With skill to write lambicks for their Lyre. 
The numbers and the fpirit I purfu'd 
Of old Archilocus, but I efchew VI 
His railing matter and inve&ive way, 
Which made poor old Lycambe to deftroy 
His daughter and himfelf 5 yet I hope you 
Think not the Laurel is to me left due, 
Becaufe I have been fearful to invert 
The very mode of Verfes, and the Art. 

The Mafc line Sappho did that mufe allay, 
Which was harfti in Archilochus his way. 
So did Alc£us too, but different far 
n matter and in method their lines are. 
*hey fought no father-in-law to rhime to death, 

ir made enraged wives refign their breath* 
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I being wkfical, him firft did take, 
And fit to th' Roman lyre his numbers make; 
Which never any durft attempt till then, « 
And 'tis my glory that ingenious men 
Such things as mine may come at and perufe; 
As ne're were toucht by any other Mufe. 

Now if you would the reafon know why fome 
Ungrateful Readers will cry up at home, 
And hug my verfes, but tb all abroad 
Bafely contemn thofe lines they fo applaud $ 
I'm none of thofe vthofntakjngly will court 
The windy fujfirage of the Vulgar fort 
With my.caft cloaths, nor with a coftly Treat 
I, that haVe heard the nobleft wits repeat, 
And judg'd their Verfes too, (corn to Comply 
With formal pedagogues tp teach their Frf 
My Verfes* nor am I fondly delighted, , 
When they in publick Pulpits are recited. 
Hence fprings my nailery ! and now if I 
Should fay (which I can (ay ingenioufly^ " V 
I am afham'd Comedians (hould reherfc 
My worthlefs lines in crowded Theaters, 
And by their tone and a&ion m£ ke thofe leeni 
Ingenious, which have no wit in theiri 3 

Some envious fellow will fay, -Horace, this 
Only a copy of thy countenance isj 
Thou do'ft preferve thy Poems only for 
The Princely ears of our great Emperor 5 
Prefuming that none other but thy Mnfe 
(Vain-glorious Fop) good Poems can produce* 

I dare not laugh at this, left I (hould be 
More wounded by my firuggling enemy. 

B b ten 



Digitized by Google 



370 EPISTLES. Book I. 

I'm fain to cry out, I don't like the place, 
And as my right demand a breathing fpace. 
Fooling in jeft oft fearful firife begets, 
And ftrife for viBory producetl) pets 3 

From fudden pets do deadly fevpds proceed, 
And deadly fewds deftru&ive roars do breed. 



V * 

Epistle XX. By A. B. 

» 

To hk BOOK. 

« 

1 

A Char after of himjhlf. 

* 

WEH Boo^xhou on the Stationers ftall wilt lie, 
Bound neatly to allure the gazers' eye 5 
Thou hat'ft to be jeaVd up, or elfe confnd 9 
Which are things grateful to a modeji mind. 
Tis grievous to thee to be (hewn to few, 
All thy ambition is for public/^ view. 
Thy Father has not bred nor taught thee fo$ 
But get thee gone, (ince thou'ft a mind to go. 
' When once thou'rt goneshoxx\t ne're return agen; 
When thou'rt abus'd by the half fitted men, 
Thou'k fay 3 alas ! wherein am I to blame > 
What have I done, or faid, that mif-became? 
Thou wilt repent, what thou haft ralhly done, 
And what attempt thy pride threw thee upon. 
When thou (halt find the Reader who admir'd 
Thee fo at firft, become both cloyd and tyrW, 
And roul thee up, and lay thee quite afide. 
But if I'm not with anger Jivpifi'd, 

At 
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At tfciis offence of thine^ lemforetel 

Thou wilt at Rome be entertained full well, 

While thou art new,b\xt when thourt fullied grown 

By vulgar Thumbs, thou wilt be let alone 

For the dull moths, ox fent toforein parts, 

To cover Letters, or put under Tarts. 

Then I who unbeliev'd, admonijtid thee 

Of all thefe things, (hail laugh as heartily 

At thy misfortune, as he who did pafc 

O're a fteep cliff with an unruly Afi, 

Who playing refty tricks fo ftirr'd the Gall 

Of s Majier, that he let him loofe to fall 5 

Nay thruft him down the Rocks, for who will flay 

(Quoth he J what's minded to begone away ? 

This will befall thee too, thou wilt at laft 

Among old doating Schoolmaflers be caft, 

Who in fmall Villages and far remote 

When the warm Sun has a full audience brought, 

Will read thee to their boys, then thou may 'ft fay^ 

I'm fon of one who was a flavemzde free, 

Born to a mean EJlate, but have increaft 

It fo, my wings are greater than my neji. 

What from my Ancejlors thou tak'ft away 

Of fame, thou to my Induflry mud pay. 

I was companion to the beft o\K Town, 

Whether they were for Arms, or for the Gown. 

Of a fmall Mature, gray before my time, 

And much delighted with a warmer clime. 

Soon angry % and fbon pleas' d 5 if any do, 

How old I am, of thee defire to know 5 

Tell them I'm 44 years old this year, 

When Ltyidus and Lollius Confuls are; 

Bb 2 ' * E/i- 
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Epistle I. By Sir W, P&&S*%* 
To AUGUSTUS. V 

■ 

A Difcourfe of Poetry. 

* • 

WHen you alone fo many and to great 
Affairs difpatch,of War and Peace do treat, 
Still thinking how to fave the State from harms 
By whollbm Lam, good Manners, and juft Arms 5 
I (hould the Public^ wrong, and croft that end 
With tedious talk your precious time to fpend. 

Romulus that founded Rome, and Bacchus who 
Invented Wine, whereby Men great things do, 
Though they were after death receiv'd among 
The Gods, yetliviugdid complain of wrong 3 
For though the ground from weeds and bryers they 
Taught and made men on delicdtes to feed, ("freed, 
Composed that common Wat and Scramble, which 
Made men like Bedjis: To each mans outdid pitch 

Juft 

* 
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Juft bounds, did plant the Earth with Flowers and 
Fruits ; 

Yea built men Qities : yet the world, like Brutes, 
Ne're knew,or found their BwfJ&,till 'twas too late, 
Till thole brave fouls had pafs'd the Common fate. 
Nor he, that crufht the Hydra, and fubdued 
Prodigious Monjlers, when for reward he fued, 
Could ever it or eafe obtain 3 for ftill 
Envy would fay s exploits were mean or ill. 
So he, who doth with new or nobler Arts 
Affift the world, (hall never win their hearts ; 
But him alive they'l laugh at and defpife, 
Whom when he's dead they will extol to th* skies; 

Yet Sir to you, (though living ) men allow 
Honours divine, by you*they'i fwear, they'l vow 
Upon your Altars, and confefs that never 
So great a thing appear'd, nor (hall do ever. 
Now though the world be very juft and wife 
In this one point, that in their critick eyes 
You do excel all Greeks and Roman Kings, 
Yet they don't juftly \udge of other things, 
But loath or envy every thing but what 
Is dead or gone, or which cannot be gdt. 
So Lovers of Autiquity do praife 
The Lams and Cufioms of forgotten days, 
Applaud thofe Articles and that antient deed 
To which the Sabines and Gabii agreed 5 
Admire the Liturgies rnd Rituals 
Found in the Ruines of old Ably walls. 

Becaufe the Writings of the Greeks we deem 
So much the better as they older feem : 
If we (hould judge the fame of what is here 
But lately writ, we might as well infer 

Bb 3 That 
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That Olives have no ftones, nor Nuts no (hell 5 
For how one follows t'other I can't tell. 

We're now at Rome arrived to the height, 
As well's the Greeks? We paint, and*fing,and fight. 
If age do better Vcrfe, like ffW, how long 
Muft VeHes lie before they're fmart and ftrong ? 
A Poet dy'd an hundred years ago, I 
Shall he be reckon'd as new Muji or no? j 
. Or for old wholefom Wine ? Well ! let him pafs. ! 
Another wants a year, or lefs : Alas 
Shall he lofe therefore all > Let him pafs too : . 
Another wants a little more ; Lets do 
The like for him 5 The whole Horfe-tail we may 
Thus hair by hair at length pluck quite away. 

He that confults the Annals, or counts Years, . j 
To try if Verfe be good, t' whom nought appear? 
Exc'llent, but what has pafs'd the Grave, may fee j 
How wife and mighty Ennim, (even he * | 

Who's call'd another Homer) did not care 
How ill his promifes performed were. 
Ntvius is got by heart and dearly fold 5 
cc So [acred are his works , because they re old. 
Which of thefe two is beft, Men cannot tell s 
For Learning old Pacuvim bears the bell. 
Mtttttrhigh ft rains are praifed, Afranius Pen 
Makes us believe Menander wrote agen. 
Plautus refembles Epicharmus ; weight 
Commends Cwcilius, Terence gentle flight. 
Their Plays do throng the Stage, from Livies days 
Down to our times,the(e men have worn the Bays. 
V Sometime the Vulgus hit, fometime they mifs, 
For when they fay, that nothing Modern is 
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- Equal to what is old, much lefs preferr'd, 
I boldly fay, the Vulgar then have err d. 
But if they'l yield, that Antients Wits have ufed * 
Words obfolete or harfh,and have amufed 
Men with their carelefs thoughts, my hand & heart 
Shall joyn with them, and Jove (hall takeour part, 
l'ld not explode, or fcorn poor Liv/s Verfe, 
Nor yet what School - boys Sometimes may rehearfe. 
But would n't h^v't adrair'd, becaufe by chance 
Some fingle Phrafe proves good, or that a glance 
Of wit does twinkle through the cloudy sky 
Of vaprous or tempejinous Poetry. 

I take it ill, That men find fault, becaufe 
A thing was lately writ, not for its flaws, 
Or botches $ Yea, methinks I could lament, 
That Doters on ftale ftuff are not content 
With pardon and connivance at fome lines 
" Scapt from the Antients, but cry, bays and jhrines ! 

If one but doubts, whether the Stage fhould be 
. Strew'd o're with Flowers and Sajfrou^when we fee 
Attas things playd, Our Gray-beards in a fume 
Cry modefty is gone : If one prefumc 
To hint, that Rofciuf ever fatl'd a tittle, 
They're angry too, becaufe they value little 
But what they valued young, or elfe becaufe 
They fcorn from younger men to take new laws. , 
Now he that fays th' old Saliar Verfe was high, 
Seeming to know, who kpows no more than I, 
Does not applaud the Authors of thofe Songs, 
But by his envy r m and our wits wrongs. 

If the old Qreeks like us, would not allow 
Ought that was new, what (hall be antient now > 

£ b q Upon 
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Upon whofe Works might we now fafely lookx' 
To read and con them as a clajficli&ook > 99 ' 
When War was pad in Greece, when wealth & eafe 
Difpos'd men there to ftudy, what did pleafe?* 
Sometimes to Fence, or Vault, or th' Horfe to ride 5 
Sometimes to carping they their minds apply'd 3 
Or elfe to Painting, where they'd nicely fee 
How Ordnance, d raught, and Colours did agree. 
Sometimes 'twas DancingJAuftchJScenes and Stage, 
That prov'd the pleafures of that wanton Age : 
So does a Child cry to his Nurfe for Toys, 
That are contemned by the bigger boys. 
cc For, which of all the things we hate, or love, 
cc Dont change ? Or which are fortunes power above ? 
* Thus from a projperous State and plenty faring* 
<c Variety that gives all Guftf* things. 
At Rome 'twas heretofore a credit, and 
A Mode iir ones Office or Shop to fiand 
Waiting for CuftomersandClients, all . 
The morning, to let put money, to call 
On young men to be thrifty, and to hear 
Old mens advice, thps went about the year: 
But now the world is chang'd, one humor runs 
Through ev'ry vei^n 5 the Lawyers write Lampronj % 
Merchants Burlefqne, the only Trade s for Bays/ 
Your Gouty Statefman too yent'rous at Plays * 
EvJnlthathaverenouncdallP^r;, 1 
Sick of the (elf-fame Itch of writing lie. 
For before day, when one can't fee to fcrawl, 
Do I fcarce wak'd for Pen and paper call. 

" He that war ne're at Sea, wifely refufes 
f 1 To fail a Ship 5 he lihwife that neWc ufes 
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u To pra&ice Phyfick, dares not to difoenfe 
" Strong Purges^ nor what ftupifies the Senfe. 
cc Smiths do mafy Locks, and only Taylors clothes 5 
" But they write Verfejhat never could write Prole. 

Now let's confider,what good this humor works} 
Why firft of all no covetous Canker lurks 
Within a Poet 5 nought can his foul intrude, 
But how to fancy finely, and t'allude : 
When goods are loji, when fervants run away, 
When tax is paid, when floods the banks deftroy, 
He cares n't, plots no trick to cheat his friend 
Or to devour his Ward 3 for to what end 
Should men do fo, who can eat Bread and Cheefe, 
Wear footed Stockings, and be warm in frieze ? 
Poets in Peace confiderable are, 
Though they are ufelefs in the time of Wan 
Now if you'l grant that (mall things may improve 
Greateft affairs, we muft our Poets love. 
For firft they teach our Children how to fpeak* 
Plain and diftinft, from telling lyes 'em break, 
Chide em for calling Names, Curfing and Oaths ; 
Malte them fay Pray ers,& keep clean their Clothes. 
Poets write Story, and by example teach, 
They comforts to the Sick and Needy preach. 
When Boys and Girls do in Proceffion fing 
Anthems & Hymns, that God would blefs the King, 
Send Rain or Harveji- weather, fave the fruit, 
Stop Plagues, and grant 'em any other fuit, 
Is*t not the Poet that makes thofe heavenly charms. 
And does more by -em, than by Martial Arms? 

Old Husbandmen and Worthies, fuch as could 
$e happy with a little, heretofore would 

(After 
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( After their Corn was houfed, or Sheep were (horn, 
With Wife and Barns, and others who had born 
Part in thofc labours) make an Holy-day, 
Kill a fat Pig, eat Cream, drink Wine and Play, 
Give Sacrifice, and ling to th* heavenly Powers 
What Poets compos'd at their infpir'd hours. 

Fefcennine freedom by this means did grow, 
Such whofe each d/Jiicb ,fome courfe flouts did throw 
This freedom for a while part well enough, 
Until at length it grew fo tart and rough, 
So dirty and down-right, not fparing any, 
Though nerefo worthy raenrat length when many 
Had been abus'd, the few that had fcap'd free 
Took care thenceforward that no more Qiould be 
Making a penal Law, by which good men 
Grew Jafe from th* poifon of Satyric^m. 
Thus Rhimers were reducd for fear of drubbing 
When no Scab was, v quite to refrain from rubbing* 

Greece being taken by the Romans, took 
Its Conquerors: from thence came Art and Rook. 
Into rude Italy 5 thenceforth the Rhimes 
That were in ufe in the Saturnine times, 
Were obfolete $ and as we grew more rich 
In Things and Thoughts ,(0 was improv'd our Speech. 
'Twas a great while before our minds we bent 
To read Greeks Author s^rd learn what thsy meant 3 
Till being in Peace, then when the Punic\ War 
Was well compos'd, the Romans waded far 
In Sopticles, Thefpis^ and JEfchylus too, 
Trying what they could in Tranfiating do. 
They did fucceed ; their fmart and lofty Wit 
The Tragic^yan with grace enough did hit. 

Coma) 
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Com'dy they thought (becaufe its fubjcd was 
Trivial and mean) was eafie 5 But alas ! 
They did not dream how little pardon's giv'n 
To the poor Comic k/Bow hard was Plant us driv'n, 
The am'rous Young mans humor to make good, 
And his curmudgings Fathers underftood : 
And paint the plotting Pimp? Porfennas Pen 
Delcrib'd with pains the flatt 'ring Trencher-men. 

How (lightly are performed fome other parts 
By thoic that nothing elfe lay to their hearts, 
But to get Money ^ Let their Box to th 1 brim 
Be fill'd, they care not, if th' Play fink or fwlra. 
Him that Vain-glory ftirs to write a Play, 
1 How doth SpeSators negligence difroay, 
j As when they gaze and gape, and give no heed > • 
But then, What joy does good attention breed } 
? So flight and fmall a matter quells or raifes 
^Minds that too much affett the peoples praifes. 
Adieu all writing Plays, if fo be that , 
I pine when hifd^ or when I'm hnmmd grow 4 fat. 

Bold and found Poets fometimes are caft down, 
Ev'n when the fcoundrel Rabble of the Town, 
Sailers and Butchers being quickly full 
And glutted with ftrongSenfe, call for the Bull^ 
Or On the middle of an A3) the Bears 
Or Fencers fet together by the Ears : 
Though Then the better fort, and men of skill 
Crow weary too, the Play 'tis like was ill. • 

When men have fate a good while at the Play, 
And in difguft (hall flock apace away, 
Then is brought forth a pinnion'd King^and (bown 
Wagons of captive Dames, Corinth o'rethrown 

In 
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In paftboard models : Democritus would fheer 
At fuch poor tricks^ if he again were here j 
He'd laugh to fee a fpotted Dromedary, 
Spe&ators eyes off from the Play to carry 5 
In marking them he would more pleafure find, 
So pleafing 'tis t'obferve the peoples mind. 
Moreover he confidering what a din, 
Noife and confufion all the ftage is in, 
Might think the flighted Poet did reherfc 
Unto deaf Ajfes his elaborate Verfe. 

For when the Aftors firft appear well clad 
In Perjian Silk, ehe People all like mad 
Hum and clap hands, not for their exc'llent faying, 
But for their Clothes and Purple gay arraying. 
Now left you think, that I difparage what 
. - 1 cannot underftand, or rclifti not 3 
I grant, that fuch a Poet may climb a Steeple 
Up by a fmall flack Rope, who can the people 
Anger, appeafe, make laugh, or weep, or fear 5 
Whisk 'em to Athenspx Thebtspt keep them here ^ 
Who by meer words , can thus command mens 
Is mafter in Poetick Necromancy. ("fancy, 
Such men encourage, and withal thofe who 
Can the fame thing without Dramaticks do 5 
Forthefeyou muft provide, if you defire 
To blow ftrong flames out of Poetic^ fire 5 
Or if you'ld lharpen Wit, and make colle&ion 
Of pieces neareft to divine perfe&ion. 

We Poets wrong our feives, (and I offend 
As oft as others) when we Books commend 
Into your hands, when you perhaps are tired, 
Or in the Bogs of fqrae difafter mired. 

Then 
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Then, when we vex that any though our friend, 
Should but one Verfe ev'n gently reprehend 5 
Or when we reading our own Verfe, repeat 
As Cud to be rechew'd what's tajlelef meat : 
When full of our own fenfe we do complain 
That no man throughly weighs our skill and pain 3 
And when we think that you great Sir as (bon 
As e're we write, are bound to give a Boon, 
That you (hould bid us write the Second Part, 
And (ay reward (hall equal our defert 3 
How e're'tis good to know, with whom totruft 
Great deeds, and whocanfave em from theduft. 

Cher Ins fo well did Alexander pleafe 
With Verfes not quite worth fo many Peafe, 
As that the fort'nate Bard, Medals and Coins 
Of precious Gold got for his Leaden lines. 
Some Poets foul more with their dirty Pen, 
Than can be clean'd again by better men. 
That Prod'gal Prince who bought thofe fimple 
At fuch a rate, was wife at other times, (Hhimes 
Forbidding all but great Apelles hand 
To draw his Pidure ; Nay he did command 
That none (hould mold the figure of his f*:e 
Except Lyfippe, who did it with grace. 
Had this vain Prince no more skill in difcerning 
The hands of Artifts, than the men of Learning, 
One might have call'd him Thid^skuU, and have 
That in fome foggy air he had been born, (fworn, 
But you are not abus'd in any fort 
By th' Gifts and CharaQer and fair report 
Beftow'd on Virgil and on Varius, then 
Whom are not better, either Wits or Men. 

The 
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The (hapes of famous men are not fo clear 
In graven Brafs, as do their minds appear , 
In well-pend words : for my part I had chofe 
(Rather than broken Rhimes, relembling Profe 
To write heroic ^Verfe, and thofe on you, 
That all the world might your atchievements know? 
I would defcribe the Caftles you have won, 
And winding Rivers that below 'em run. 
I would thofe barbarous Kingdoms reprefent, 
The peace which you have forc'd where e're you 
Then Janu* Temple Tde expofe to view, ( went : 
And Rome by th' Parthians fear'd , whilft ruFd by 
But Sir, kw Verfe cannot your H/g/we/grace,(you. 
Wherefore t' attempt it I have not the face. 
For me to be pragmatical might prove 
Your trouble, not my duty and my love : 
Befides, if I fell (hort to do you right, 
My faults would be remembred out of fpight ; 
For Readers fo malicious now are grown, | 
What's bad they'l con, what's good they let alone. 
I hate fuch kindnefs as offends, and his j 
That draws my Pi&ure uglier than it is. 
Though gaily dreft, I value not a ruQi 
The gawdy praifes that muft make me blufti, 
And dread to have my Name bedawb'd on Papers 
Fit but to light Tobacco-pipes and Tapers ; 
Orelfe to wrap up wares of little price 
In Chandlers Shops,at beft but Plums and Spice. | 
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Epistle nit. By J. D. 




To JULIUS FLORUS. 

Another D/Jcourfe of Poetry . 

BRave Nero's Favourite, my Julius 
(I anfwer your complaining Letter thus) 
Suppofe one had to (ell, and you would buy 
A Boy at Tybur born, or Gabii ; 
The owner plainly tells you, 5 Sir you fee, 
Hes fmooth, and fair, of per fed Symmetry 
In all his parts ; and without more difcourfe, 
\ Give me bat fo much money he is yours. 

is I dare vouch, hes apt, and quick to ffie 



jThe fmalleji motions of your hand, or eye. 
ne hath a little Greeks and beingyoung 
May yet improve, hes pretty good at Song : 
"-But earneft praifir^ Merchants oft declare 
" Their craft, more than the goodnefs of their 
Ware. 

. I have no need to fell, my flock! s but fmall, 
I Yet what fmall Jioc\I have, my oxx?n I call. 
*j vPfe tell you therefore all the worfl I kjtow, 
Which I believe, none of the trade would do. 
The truth is, once he playd the idle boy, 
Bnd fearing to be beaten ran away 3 
Now take, or Leaver May he not fafely now 
Receive his money, having told you (o > 
Why (hould you fue,or call him cheat, when as 
He told you what an idle Rogue it was } 

Yet 
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Yet fo you deal in chiding me 5 you know, 
I told you likewife e're you went, how flow 
I am in writing Letters , that as foon 
You might almoft make any Cripple run 5 
But yet you ftill complain of me, and chide 
Becaufe I do not write 5 nay, and befide 
You fay I promisM Verfes^ But for that, 
Pray hear a ftory that I (hall relate. 

One of Lucullus Souldiers went abroad 
To forage^ and dearly having earnd his load, 
In very pleafant manner, down he lies, 
And fnores all night 5 but e re he thought to rife # ! 
All his Provant was gone 5 With that as keen 
As a {he-Wolf, he falls to Rave, and Grin, 
Mad with himfelf, no lefs than with his foes, 
And carelefs which (hould die for't, out he goes 
Gnafliing his teeth, and whofbeVe he met, 
He lookt as fierce, as though he would him eat* \ 
In this high Rage, he ftorm'd a Fort himfelf 
That was well fortifi'd, and ftor'd with wealth, 
And laid about him with fuch force, they fay, 
As made the Guards give place, and run away 5 | 
For which exploit his very name was fear'd, 
And thoufands giv n him as a juft Reward, 
Soon after this, the Pr£tors mind being bent 
To take a certain Cajile, ftraight he bent 
To this great famous Souldier, and began 
T* exhort him by the name of gallant man, 
Xls'd all the Arguments, apt to excite 
With words, enough to make a toward fight. 
The Clown wifer than fo, cries 5 Pray Sir hold, 
Such workjbecomes poor fellows, I have Gold. 

(Now 
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CNovv to apply this^ I at Rome was bred* 
A nd for fome time the Poets there I read 3 
-At Athens next, where I learnt to defcry 
The Truth from falftiood by Philosophy 3 
But the unhappy times hinder'd my ftay 
In that fweet place, and hurry 'd me aw ay 
From Books to Arms^ and then I was engaged 
l'th' Wars which Brutus with Augujius wag'd. 
But e're long Brutus being overcome, 
I narrowly fcap't from Phtlippi home, 
S tript, and as poor as poffible, and then 
Having no way to live, but by my Pen, 
Straight I betook my fclf to vcrfiji'e i 
Inftru&ed by Ingenious Poverty, 
But now grown pad: all needs (to pore on fad 
Dull Poetry^ would not men think me mad >) 
I'm of the Souldiers mind, Tie fleep and feed, 
^Why (hould I not ? let them take fains that need* 
I find I'm growing <?W, and every year 
Steals fome what from me 3 Venus,Mirfh,md Cheat, 
Begin tolofe their Guft 3 My Wits decline, 
And my Poetick. vein grows dry with time. 
' What e'rel have been, I am lcarce the fame, 
And will you have me dance now I am lame ? 

But if I did ray faculty retain, 
All would not like it 3 you the Lyrick^ ftrain 
Do beft afted : a fecond he commends 
Hopping lambicks^ and a* third contends 
That nothing's good but what's Satyrical 3 
And how is't poffible to pleafe you all ? 
Juft fo, as though I (hould three friends invite* 
And each one of a different appetite 5 

Cc &? $ 
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Sir, Shall I kelp you here ? No$ 1m for this. 
And, What think you $ I'm for the other difb; 
Are you fo too /No Sir, I thank you, I 
Like the firji befi : So 'tis in Poetry. 

Befides all this, I wonder, you can guefs 
Amidft the labours and difturbances 
Of this bafe bufie Town, I (hould have reft , 
To write a word. One comes and makes requeft, 
I would be furety for him , After this 
I'm call'd to hear the Poets Exercife ; 
Tve friends to vifit too 3 one in the guirine, 
Th' other (a fair diftance) in the Aventine. 

But yet you'l fay, the llreets are fine and ftill, 
And one may walk, and think of what he will. 
(Oh mighty quiet, fit for th' ears of Kings ! 
The fe Carts and Coaches are fuch (ilevt things.) 

Here one comes with his Mules, all in a fweat, 
Who us'd to bring home Carriages with meat ; 
There creaks an Engine, which the Builder ufes 
To wind up Timber to the tops of houfes. 
Here goes a J&heral, and there a Dray 
Standing athwart the ftreet blocks up their way. 
Now a mad Dog direftly at me makes 5 
Anon, I meet a Sow out of a Jakes, 
("And mull: give her the wall) mid ft all this din, 
Is't not a fweet place to make Vcrfes in ? 

" Poets true Bacchus Tribe, like him rejoyce 
<c To Jleep in frades, far from the Cities noije. 
And would you have me do, as they have done, 
Although I live in this lewd bawling Town? 

Tis no rare thing to fee fome that have fpent 
• Seven years at Athens, in their ftudies pent, 

Read- 
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Reading their eyes almoft out } who yet after 
Return dumb obje&s of the peoples laughter^ 
("And neither fey nor write) here I am toft, 
And in a flow* of trouble weU nigh loft : 
How can I grant, or you of me defire, 
To fing fweet Lyricks to the joyful Lyre i 

At Romejwo Brothers were 5 thisftudied Law* 
That was a Rhetor 5 both fo given to daw 
Each other, that their whole dilcourfe was liei 
In praife of one anothers faculties $ 
That call'd this Gracchus, He him Mutius. 
Do not we Poets play the fool juft thus ? 
I merry Lyricks write, Another he 
Being more grave, delights in Elegy : 
t Yet both, as though undoubtedly infpir'd 
1 With all the Nine, expeft to be admir'd. 
Do but obferve, with what a ftately grace 
>We ftalk, and look round the reciting place. 
But what great matter bring v/e, that (hould raife 
Our Expectations to be crowned with Bays > 
The Satnnites us, and we the Samnites waft, 
And yet we made the Samnites yield at laft. 
O rare! now he protefts I (hall no more 
Be Horace, but Alc£us 5 I adore 
Him as Callimachus, but that's too little, 
Then he's Mimmrmu*, or fome greater title. 

Thefe tvajpifh Poets thus I'm feign to plcafc; 
When I write, that I may gain their Suffrages. 
* But He beplagud no more 3 fie neither write 
Henceforth my felf, nor heat when they recite* 
Verfes indeed if bad^ there s nothing worfe, 
No more ridiculous^ yet fome fools of courfe 

C c 2 Love 
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Love to be fcribling, and themfelves extol, 
For that at which all others laugh and droll. 

He that would have his Poems take, rauft fit 
Judg of his own language, as well as wit, 
Like a grave Cenfor $ words ot no weight nor Jhevp 
He mult degrade^ though they are loth to go, 
And plead prefcription. To recruit his ftore 
With choice and good, old words he mud reftore, 
Though th'ave lain long reje&ed and defpis'd, 
And take in new, what ule hath naturahz'd. 

And as a Rivtr that runs clear and ftrong, 
The foil inricheth, as it glides along : 
So rauft his language be 5 it muft not want, 
But neither mult it be luxuriant. 
With fmoother phrafe he polifties what s rough, 
And throwsoutall the faxinfyid fluff. 
And as a skilful AG or, he muft ftrive, 
To imitate each Humour to the life. 

For my part, I had rather far be thought 
A trifling Poetajier, if that ought 
I do, pleafes my felf, be't ne're lb vain, 
Than to write well, and to endure the pain 
Of being vext with Cenfnres. There was one 
At Argos^ who did ufe to fit alone 
Tth' Theatre, fancying himfelf to be 
Prefent at fome ingenious Tragedy : (ded, 
Hearkned and huntmd, till he though all was en- 
Teen clap, and cry 'd, 9 Vis never to be mended : 
'Baf e only this, in other matters He 
Was as difc reet as any one could be ; 
He was a right good Neighbour $ none more free 
To treat his Friends with all civility : 

. Good 
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Good to his Family ; if he came nigh • 
A Roc\ot Lake^ would heed how he pad by : 
Could not be charged with any dejperate folly, 
The worft was, he was highly Melancholy 5 
For this a lufty dofe of Hellebore 
He took, which did him to himfelf reftore 5 
But being cur'd, he cry'd, and faid, Alas / 
Such an unhappy Remedy nere was 5 
For novo by this unfortunate occafion, 
Tve loji the pleasure of imagination. 

*Tis time I fhould grow wife,and leave fuch toys 
As Songs and Verfes, prQper fports for Boys. 
Not weighing words, nor measYing out of founds, 
But fcanning life, and tracing Vertues bounds. 

Now thus Flefpend my thoughts , if you or I 
Had (uch+thirjl, that we were always d*ry, 
How much foe'rewe drink, we fhould be fure 
To tell the Do&or oft, and ask the cure. 
Now you are rich, yet cbvet ftill to gain 
More wealth, Is not this cafe the very fame > 

If one (hould fay, fuch Herbs , or fuch a Courfe, 
Will cure your wound , if ftill your wound grew 
Would you not ceafe to follow his Advice* '(worfe, 
So you have heard, that he tnuft needs be wife 
To whom the Gods give Riches, yet you find 
The goods of Fortune have not chang'd your mind. 
And will you ftill believe it, fince you know, 
By fad experience, that it is not fo > 

If to be JRicb could make one wife indeed, 
And you were fure by that means to be freed 
From hurtful Paffions 5 then I would allow 
That none (hould be more Covetous than, you 5 

C c 7 But 
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Bat fince it can no fuch efeS produce, " ' • 
Let that futtacc that ferves far prefect ufe: < 

If what i have though fmall, be mine (as 'tis) 
And what one nfes, in fome fort is his : 
(As the Civilians teach) then Orbus field, 
And whatfoever fruit the fame doth yield, 
Is mine; nay, and his fervautstoo, and all 
He hath, may truly me their Mafter call. 
I give a little money, and receive 
G rapes. Poultry, Wine, and what I pleafe to have. 
The difference is, I with a fmall ex pence 
Buy what he purchas'd with vaft Sums long fince. 

The Purchafer of all thofe fields that lie 
About Arid a, and old Veil, 
Hath not a Sallet of his own in troth, 
Nor one faiall ftick to warm his ftale-kl^t broth, 
But what is bought 5 onlv he calls it His A 
As far as lies within fuch Boundaries. 

Fond man I how canfl then call that fubftanee thine 
Which varies like thy j adew ? One hours time, ' 
One flitting hour, alters the property 
And either death, file, force or flattery 
Mdkfs it another mans. For Heirs come on 
A* f*Ji as waves, o?;e e x re the others gone. 

And fince 'tis fo, to what intent (bould I 
Great Fiurms or Mannors ftrive to multiply ? 
Or make new purchafes? when as, Alas! 
Death and the Grave mow down all flefr like Grafs 5 
Sparing nor high, nor low, nor young, nor old, 
ijntoucht with Pity, uncorrupt With Gold. 

And while we live, we may live, if we pleafe, 

Happy and well, without fuch things as thefe, 

•"*"*' • ■ Oenis 
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Gems, Ivory, Marble, Pi&ures, Plate, rare Cuts, 
Garments like thofe in which the Sophy ftruts. 
All that make bodies gay, or houfes brave, 
Some have them not, others don't care to have. 

So of two Brothers, one delights to play 
And drinks the other from the break of day 
Till it be dark night, fpends himfelf with toil, . 
Beating and burning the hard barren foil. 

The only reafon that they differ thus, 
Proceedeth from a different Genius 5 
Which is as 'twere a little Deity, 
Prefcribing how to live, and when to die. 
To (bme unlucky , to fome Fortunate, 
So conftituting good or evil Fate. 

For my part, I'm refolv'd that little wealth 
I have, to ufe, and not to Jiarve my fej£ * ] 
I will be moderate, yet Fie not forbear 
Expeace, left I fhould grieve my greedy Heir, 
Or make my Executor think much, to fee 
My Inventory (pent in Legacy. 

There is discretion to be us'd, for he 
Is juftly tax'd with Prodigality, 
That vainly waftes his Fortune 3 and no left 
Is he to be accus'd of Greediness, 
Who (pares his Purfe, more than his Reputation, 1 
And will not fpend upon a juji occafion. 

But he that hath enough, and thinks it fb, 
Toils not for more, nor pines to fee that go ; 
That fometimes makes a fejiival, and fpares 
A day for mirth to loofe the bonds of cares •* 
That doth no wrong, and is difcreetly free, 
That man's indu'd with Liberality. 

C c 4 Blefs 
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Blels me from Poverty and Sordidnefs I 
And then be my enjoyments more or Jefs, 
I'm ftill the fame : To me it matters not, 
Whether I'm carried in a bigger Boat, 
Orinalefsj The middle Jiatc's the bejl. 
And mine is (uch, I neither am opprelt 
With /w, nor flat at all with calms 3 my Sails 
Are fill'd with equal and Indifferent Gales: 
For health, wit, vertue, honour, wealth, I'm plac't 
Short of the formoji, but before the lajt. 

Yet though a man be freed from Avarice, 
That s not enough, if anv other Vice 
Be fuffer'd to bear fway.' What? art thou free 
From pride, and empty Popularity .<? 
Art free from raging anger, and the fear 
Of cruel Death, that dreadful Mejfenger .<? 
Canft laugh at fiperfiitiois fond conceits 
PISpnghts,Dreams,Q»«ir/,all thofe vulgar cheats? 
Art thankful for thy age that's part and gone, 
And being oldir, art thou better grown > 

For as it cannot mitigate ones pain, 
To draw one Thorn, whilft twenty more remain : 

« rjf °rr Vice "noting, whilji the mind 
^dulges Vues of another kind. 

V»**}tbo*ca»Ji thy UfeexaBly frame 
To Vertue spay ion, don'tufitrp the name. 
But having play 'd, and eat, and drunk thy (hare, 
Oet home left taking more than thou canft bear, 
rh art mock t and bob'd, and juftled fojr thy foL 
Byth LadsvyhofepriviledgistobeyW/^. 

• * _ 
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IF that fome Painter in a, piece (hould place, 
Upon an Horfes Neck, a Womans Face, 
With feathered Limbs of Beafts of a feveral kind, 
A Lady fair before, a Filh behind; 
Could at the fight, his Friends to laugh forbear } 
Believe me, Pifo's, to this piece comes near 
That Book , whofe ftile like dreams of fick mens 
No equal form in Head or Tail retains, (brains, 
The Poets and the Painters daring mind, 
Has always equally been unconfin'd : 
We know it, and the Priviledg give and take, 
But yet we mayn't contrary Natures make 
To joyn; as Lamb and Tiger, Bird and Snake. 
Some boaft great things, in their beginnings grave, 
And here and there a fhining Line they have, 
When that Dianas Altar, or her Wood, 
Or plealant Fields incirtled by a Flood. 

The 
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The River Rhine, the Rainbow they would trace, 

Though in their Poem for them was no place. 

What if perhaps thou canft a Tree defign ? 

Who hires thee to paint a Wreck, his Coin 

And Hope foon loofes : fome large Tar of Worth 

Why do'ft defign, then bring a Pipkin forth ? 

Let every thing be fimple (till, and one. 

Moft Poets (worthy Sirs^) into errors run, 

Deceived by fome fpecious Excellence : 

I would be brief, and grow obfeurefrom thence. 

Some writing fmooth, want (trength, and life the 

while, < 
And others (well up with a lofty Style. 
This fears a Tempeft, and creeps near the Shore,) 
Another (hews he's not in fancy poor, > 
A Dolphin draws ki Woods, in Waves a Boar. 3 
Thus, if we Art do want, we fubjed are 
By {hunning faults, to err through too much care. 
The moaneft Workman in th' Mwitian School, 
Can Hair,orNaik*in Brafs, Grave with bis Tool, 
But (hews he is a very Bungler foon, * 
Becaufe he cannot end, what he begun. 
Should I write like this Man, noted (hould I , 
Be for black Hair and Eyes, with Nofe awry. 
Let Writers matter to their ftrength prepare, 
Weigh't long,and try how much f tis they can bear. 
Who to his Wit does make a right choice, can't 
Or Language, or perfpicuous Method want. 
As well the Beauty as the Strength, of. Verfe, 
Rightty's to time the.things you do rehearfe, 
Or Ira deceived : What's now to be fet down 
To know, and what is to be let alone 

Unto 

< 
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Unto fomc other time : This he muft do, 
Make skilful choice, who'ld write a Poem true. 
In new-coin'd words be fparing 5 'tis your praife 

1 From hard unufual words plain fenfe to raife. 

f But if need be, when you write things abftrufe, 

i You may unblam'd of new-found terms make ufe: 
But let it be difcteetly done 3 and fo, 
If unconftrain d from Grecian fprings they flow, 
Your new words may received be. Shall I 
To Virgil or to Varus that deny, 
Which in Cicilius or in Plant u* we 
Allowed > Why for my few envy they Me? 

I When what from Ennius, and from Cato fprung, 

IYjflas with new Words enrich'd our Mother- tongue? 
It ever was, and ever will be free 
4T0 ftamp new Words that wkh the Age agree. 
As we each year* Leaves fall from Trees behold, 
80 daily words decay, with age grow old, 
And a frefh Race flourifh of later date : 
Both wc, and ours are debtors*fti!l to Fate. 
The Lucrine Mole, a work of princely worth, 
Which keeps our Ships fafe from the bluft'ring 
North, 

I The Lake now drain'd, where former Ages row'd t 
Yields the Towns Corn, by being plo w'd & fow'd. 
Tyber now better taught, has chang'd his courfe* 
Which us'd to fpoil the Corn, with rapid force. 
All mortal Works (hall perilh ; why (hould we 
Then hope that Words (hould have eternity > 
life can raife up words long fince dead and gone,^ 
And thofe in Honour now, anon dethrone . C 
The Law and Rule of Speech, is ufe alone. \ 

Homer 
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Homer firft fhew'd the world how to reherfe 
Sad Wars/am'd Captains,an<; Kingsxleed* inverfe: 
But who invented (lender Elegy, 
Doth by Grammarians undecided lie 5 
At firft made to exprefs our fad complaint, 
Though fince that time, with it our joys we paint. 
Arch locus lambicks wrote through rage, 
Which fort of Verfeis proper for the Stage : 
For Bus'nefs, and for Dialogue moft fit, 
And to engage the Peoples noilieWit. 
The Lyrick^ Mufefings of the Gods above, 
Of Heroes, Vidors, Races, Banquets, Love. 
If I obferve, and know, not Rules to frame, ^ 
Am proud,and ignorant through a fottifti fhame,> 
Why am I honor'd with a Poets name } . ) 

The fock don t fit tile Tragick Mufe at all. 
Nor Tragick ftile fit fubjc&s Comical : 
Let every fubjeft have fit time and place; 
Yet Comedy fometimes its voice may raife : 
fchretnes enrag'd rills in a lofty ftrain, 
Tragedians griev'd in humble ftile complain. 
Peleus and Telephus banifh'd, and in want, 
Lay by great Words, and do forget to rant. 
If in your griefs you'd have fpe&ators (hare, 
Your Poems muft be foft, as well as fair, 
To move their minds ev'n to what pitch you pleafe, 
As others do, we laugh and weep with eafe : 
To move my grief let's fee it firft in thee, 
Then thy misfortune, Peleus, touches me. 
If ill you a£t your parts, then I the while, 
Fall faft afleep, or at your Folly fmile. 

' Sad 
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Sad countenance, fad fubje&s beft doth grace, 
And wanton matter beft, a fmiling Face. 
Let thofe who threaten, figns of anger have, 
And ferious things require a look that's grave. . 
Nature doth firft of all with us begin, 
And every change of Fortune forms within. 
She pleafes with delight, with anger flings, 
And with fad grief the heavy foul (he wrings ; 
Thefe paffions are made publick by the tongue, V 
But who fpeaks words that do his Fortunes* 
Is greatly laught at,both by old & young.(wrongy 
Obferve a difference ftill in thofe who fpeak, 
Whether he bean Afian^ or a Gree^ 
An Argive, or a Theban^ young, or old, 
H An honeft Servant, or a Cheat that's bold, - 
A grave rich Lady, or a bufie Nurfe, 
An Husbandman, or Merchant in his courfe. 
Let him who writes, or follow Hiftory, 
Or elfe feign things that with the;mfelvts agree. 
Defcribe Achilles rafh, defpifing harms, 
Impatient, proud, fcorning all Law but Arms. 
Medea muft be fierce, revengeful, great, 
Let Ino weep, Ixion (how deceit : 
Let To wander, make Orejies mad, 
If thou dar'ft (how, what yet the Stage ne'er had, 
And form new Charafters, let them be (een, 
To be at laft, as firft they did begin. 
Tis hard to handle fubje&s not well known, } 
Some Theme of Homers better may be ftiown, C 
Upon the Stage, than new things ot your own. ) 
Anothers Theme well you your own may make, 
If you, what's low and vile, in him, forfake. 
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And word for word your Copy don't translate, 
Nor bound your felf, whilft you do imitate, 

, By fuch ftrift Laws, when you did firft begin, 
That you can't decently get outag'in. 
Nor (6 begin as did a Poetafter : 
IJing a noble War, and Priam's faddifafter. 
This mighty boafter, what ftiefr'd he of worth > 
The Mountain travelled, 8c a Moufe brought forth, 
How better He, who ne're improper wrote } 
Mnfe JpeaJ^the man, who after Troy was down. 
Beheld jirange Fajhions, Men, and many a Town. 
Not fmoke from flame,but light from fmoke to rife 
He makes, and doth with miracles furprize. 
The mighty Cyclop, and Antiphates, 
ScyUa, Chatibdk, Monfters of the Seas : 
With Ledas Eggs, he don't begin Troys War, 
Nor fetch Diomedes return, as far 
As Meleagers Death : Nor does he ftay 
On what is known, but to his fcope mates way. 
He lets alone the things he can't make fhine, Y 
And Truth and Fi&ion, does (o well defign, > 
That all the parts in one fair piece do joyn. ) 

< Hear what the Auditors and I require, 
If to (it out the Play, thou do'ft defire 
One fhould, and ftay until the Curtain fall, 
Take notice of the Cuftoms then of all : 
To every Age there is a Tribute due. 
A Child at firft does childifti things purfue, . i 
Idly each hour a changed mind doth (hew, 
Is quickly pleas'd, and foon does angry grow. H 
Th' unbearded Youth, "when from his Tutor free, 
Love? Horfes, Dogs, and manly Sports to fee. \ 
* Hating 

. - , Digitized by Google* 



Horace, of the Art of Poetry. 399 

Hating reproof 5 like wax, he yields to vice, 
Cares not for profit, and does Coin defpile, 
Is proud and fickle : In our riper years, 
Our minds are change], and we have other cares: 
Then after Honour, Friendfhip,Wealth,we range, 
Strive to be fixt, and labour not for change. 
A thoufand ills, an old man do befet, 
Who dares not ufe the Riches he doth get : 
Full of delay, does every thing in fear, 
Hopes, and defires, ftill to live longer here $ 
Morofe,complaining,cenfuring the Age^doth praife 
The long paft follies of his youthful days. 
The many Goods, our flowing years bring in, 
Decaying life bears from us, back ag'in. 
Let every Age fit correfpondence hold, 
Men muft not aft Boys parts, nor young Men old. 
Some we fee a&ed, fome things only hear, 
The Soul's more flowly moved, through the Ear, 
Than through the Eyes,whilft they are looking on. 
Some things improper are to be feen done, 
Yet thofe things, which you may not well behold, 
May in good Language, on the Stage be told. 
Let not Medea kill her children there, 
Nor Atreus his humane Feaft prepaid : 
Progne nor Cadmus, turn to Bird or Snake, 
Things paft belief feen, hated never take. 
Nor more nor lefs than five A&s, give your Play, 
If you would have it laft, beyond one day. 
Bring not a God in, doing what is mean 3 
And let but three atoncefpeak in a Scene. 
The Chorus muft the A&ors parts maintain, . 
Favour good Men,and for them Friends muft gain: 

Love 
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Love fuch, who of great Crimes do ftand in aw& 
Sobriety, fair Ju (Vice, Peace, and Law: 
Hide faults, and to the Gods fhould pray aloud, nj 
To help the wretched, and deprefs the proud. 
Between the Afts, there muft be nothing fung, 
But what doth aptly to the Play belong. . 
The (lender pipe (not then with Silver bound 
Nor did it loudly like the Trumpet found) 
Fitted the Chorm^ with its few degrees, 
And did the thin, and (lender Audience pleafe, 
Who were but few, and eafily numbred then, 
But were all chart, frugal, and mod eft men. 
But as our Conquefts, and our City grew, 
Unlicensed Plays and Feafts increafed too> 
The Mufick, Scenes, and Meafures became new. 
How could th* unlearn'd, or the laborious drudg, 
Mixt with the honeft Citts, of Wit be judg > ; Jf : 
Rich Cloaths and graceful a&ing of their part, " 
And Mufick added were, to their old Art. si 
New Tunes, and moving Notes, fprung up from 
thence, 

Unwonted Language, flowing Eloquence, 
Which did Divine, and ufeful Truths foretel, 
As ever came from Delphicl^ Oracle. 
They who at firft did Tragedy begin, 
For vile Rewards, brought naked Satyrs in, 
And with the Tragick Gravity, mixt Jefts, 
When they perceiv'd, that after Wine and F eafts, 
Such pleafant, and fuch various tricks as the(e, 
Were grateful, and the lawlefs Rout did pleafef? 
But yet they did not Tragedy fo abufe, 
When they their Farce did with it introduce. 

Nor 
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Nor tarn their ferious part to ridicule, 
To make their God, or Heroc play the Fool, 
Whom they in Gold and Purple, (hew'd in ftate, 
To ad, and like a fimple Taplter prate : 
Nor whilft they ftrove low meannefs thus to fliun, 
Did they puft up to airy Notions run : 
For Tragrdy (hould be as much averfe, 
To mix with all the lightnefs of a Farce, 
As a grave Matron, (hould be to be feen, 
Dancing 'mong Satyrs petulant and mean. 
If I write Satyrs JPi/a, Fde not love ' 
Uncomely Phrafe, or Baudy words approve : 
Nor would I fo debafe the tragick ftyle, 
As not to care, what perfons fpeak the while, 
Whether it Fytbias, Comick Davus be, 
Or grave Silenus y fit for Tragedy. 
With fi&iori, you a known Truth may purfue, 
That other men, may hope to write like you, 
Perfuade themfelves, labour, and try in vain * 
Such method, and fuch order may remain, 
In vulgar things. If me a Judg they make, 
The Satyrs, which from the wild Woods they take, 
Muft not like Orators, or Courtiers fpeak : 
Nor Ihould their fpeech be wanton, or unclean, 
Nor impudent, offenfive, or obfccne. 
Though the poor rabble Rout this may commend, 
Such Language will the better fort oifend. 
The Audience hobling Verfeat firft did praife, 
And were fo kind as to beftow the Bays, 
A Verfe which quickly pa*Ted off the Tongue, 
Till a more grave came in of fix foot long > 
Alike at firft > and long it has not bin, 
Since Sendees ^ with Iambtcks mixt, came in, 
Rendring the Verfe more folid to the ear, 
But ne're in fourth or fecond place appear. 
Ennius and Accius in their cragick Mufe, 
The Iambic\ foot in Verfe did rarely ufe, 

D d 
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It on the Stage, dull heavy lines appear, 

They're made in hafte, and without Art, or Care. v ! ; 

By every Judg a Poems Fault's not viewed, : 

And too much Licenfe Poets are allow'd. 

But (liall I therefore Plays at random write > . 1 

Or think my faults cxpos'd to each man's fight, 

And hope for pardon ? Though the Blame I (hun, 

Praife I defcrvenot, for what snot well done. 

Let GreeJ^ examples iVill be in your fight, 

Read them by day, and think on them at night : 

To hear old Ylautus Jells they're wont to fit, 

With too much patience fif not want of wit) 

Praife and admire his Vcrlc, if you or I -v 

What's plcafant Wit, from Rudenefs can defcry, C 

Or by the ear, true founds of Verfes try. 5 

Once Tragedy was rude, and without Art, 

When 'twas by Ibcjf is carried in a Cart > 

A&ingand fingingthey about did ride, 

With Lees of Wine, having their Faces dy^d. 

Vizards and Cloaths then Jtjcbyhts brought in, 

And was the rirft that did a Stage begin j 

Taught them to fpeak, with a more lofty Mufe 

To tread the Stage, and Buskins how to ufe : 

Much prais'd old Comedy fucceeded next, 

Till her Liccntioufncfs the Rulers vext, 

Forcing them to provide againft the wrong, 

By Laws, retraining her abulive Toi gue. 

Our Poets too, have left no way untry'd > 

Nor Ihould our praifes be to them deny'd, 

Who durft out of the Grethj road deviate, 

And our domeftick Anions celebrate, 

Whether in Tragick or in Comick ftyle, 

Nor would our Country be more fam'd, the while, 

For Arms and Venue, than for Eloquence, 

If pains and care gave Poets no offence. 

But you of Numa's Royal Blood, refufc 

Th 5 imperfedt, carelefs, and unpolilh'd Mufe. 

Veme- 
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Vemocritm believed (for his part) . 

That Wit was much more fortunate than Art \ 

And fober Writers thought not worthy Fame. 

Many xherc are, to gain a Poets Name, 

Nor (have, nor pair their nails, clean Baths they (bun, 

Retire, and into hiding places run, 

Ne'er trim their Heads \ which all the Hellebore 

In Antkyra can't to wit reftorc. 

Fool that I am, in Spring I purge my Spleen, 

From none elfe better Poems had been fcen. 

But 'tis no matter, 'tis not worth all that, 

I'm like the lione that whets, and cannot cut. 

Though I my felf write nothing, yet to you 

I will the Duty of a Poet (hew : 

From whence the Poet doth his Treafure take, 

What doth improve, and what a Poet make, 

What's fit, what's not, what's good, what's ill, I'll tell, 

For judgment is the ground of writing well. 

Philofophy will proper fubjedte (how > 

And fit words then mod ealily will flow \ 

He only proper Characters, and true, 

Can write, who knows what to each perfon's due. 

Who undejrftands what he to's Country owes, 

The love of Friends, Parents, and Kindred knows : 

Who knows the Judges, ond the States- man's Art, 

And what belongs to a great Captains part. 

Mens Lives, and Manners let the Poet view, 

From them he beft may draw his Copies true. 

Sometimes a Play, with Chara&ers well plac'd, 

Elfe with no Art, or Elegancy grae'd, 

Shall pleafe the Audience, and delight (hall raife, 

More than fine, (hallow, rhiming, trifling Plays. 

The Greek/ had Wit, their Eloquence did move, 

For nothing they fo much as praife did love. 

Our Youth as foon as they c^n things difcern, 

Mind gain. Numbers, and to keep Shop-books learn. 
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The Ufurcr boafts when he his Child doth fee * ' ! . 4 

Skill'd ih all Fra&ions, and the Rule of Three, 
Whew Pounds, and Ounces he divides, My Son 
He cryes > I fee that thou wilt keep thine own. 
Can we believe thefe Souls, with ruft imbu'd, , 
Who from their youth their Ufury purfu'd ? * 
Will ever Plays, or Poems to us give, 
Deferving Fame, and worthy ftill to live ? 
Poets fhould either profit or delight, 
Or both *, ht Rules, with what is pleafant, write. , 
Let all your precepts be fuccindly (hown, 
That fo they foon may to quick Wits be known, 
And be retained in their memory : 
Superfluous things will foon forgotten be. 
Let pleafing fidtions near to Truth remain > 
Think not to make us credit all you feign, 
Nor Ihew an eaten Child alive again. 
Old men for none but moral Plays do care, 
Young Gallants care not for what is auftere, 
But he'l pleafe both, and hit their humors right, 
Who can inftrudtions mingle with delight, 
By pleafing men, to Vertue them incite. 
Such Books will money yield, Beyond-Seas live, 
And to their Author s Fame eternal give. 
Some faults there are which may a pardon find, 
A firing fometimes won't found unto our mind, 
What we'd have grave proves (brill , and founds not right, 
An Archer always does not hit the White. 
When much good ftuff I in a Poem fee, 
For a few Faults Tie not offended'be, 
When fuch, as negligence did not commit, 
But are the helplefs faults of Humane Wit. 
Yet he who ofcen warn d, no care will take, 
But writing Books, ftill the farrie faults doth make, 
Deferves no pardon, but is laught at, like 
An Harper that's ftill out, when he one firing doth ftrike. 

Ifmi- 
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Horace, of the Art of Poetry. 

I fmiling wonder, and am angry too, 

To fee a fcribling Fop his Faults purfue, 

With two or three good Lines, 'mong all his bad. 

Sometimes indeed Hjwier hinifeif may nod. 

In a long tedious work, fome faults may creep, 

An Author then may be allow'd to fleep. 

Poems like Pi&ures are, fome nearer hand 

Pleafe beft, and fome if further off you ftand : 

This loves the dark, this is beft feen in light, 

And does not fear the fubtle Criticks fight : 

Some once, and fome a thoufand times delight. 

Pi/0, though by experience wife you arc, 

And can write well, taught by your Father's care,. * 

Yet Sir remember this, and think of it, 

Some things of mediocrity admit, 

A Counfellor, or Pleader at the Bar, . 

Short of Mejfala*s Eloquence, by far, 

And though he wants Cajfellius Wit, and Skill, 

Yet this indifferent Lawyers valued ftill ; 

But neither Gods, nor men, did e'reconfent, 

That there (heuld Poets be indifferent. 

Bad Mufick, and ill-fcented Fumes at Feafts, 

Much better fpar d, ferve but t' offend the Guefts i 

So any Poem brought to feaft the mind, 

Is ftill the beft, or worft thing in its kind. 

He that can't Fence, Run, Wreftle, Dance, refrains, 

Left trying he be laugh'd at, for his pains: 

But yet the ignorant dares Verfes write, 

Why not ? He cryes, I am a Lord, or Knight, 

Am vertuous, and have wealth. But Pifo you 

Will againft Nature nothing (ay, or do, 

So great's your Prudence, and your Judgment too. 

But if hereafter you fhould chance to write, 

Let Critick Mains of it firft have light, 

Your Father, &nd my felf, c're 't come to light. 

Whilft it lies by, your work you may amend \ 

But words you can't recal, which forth you fend. 



406 Horace, of the Art of Poetry. 

That facred Poet Orpheus the Divine, 
From favage wildnefs, firft did men incline, 
And them from Blood, and brutifli life difluade > 
Lions, and Tigres, thus to tame he's laid. 
And thus Amphions faid to draw along 
The ftones ot Ibebes^ with his moving fong. 
This Wifdom once in Poets did remain, 
Things facred they could fever from profane, 
Publick from private *, lawlefs lufts reftrain. 
By Marriage Rites, and Cities they could build, 
And publjck Laws unto the People yield. T 
Thus Divine Poets got themfelves a name, 
And honour : and their Verfes laliing Fame, N 
Fam'd Homer then, and Tyrt£its'$ Mufe, 
Did martial men, with warlike thoughts infufe, 
The Mules Moral precepts did rehearfc, 
And facred Oracles then fpake in Vcrfe \ 
Kings to the Mufes too have proved kind, 
And torcfrefh the labours of their mind, 
Plays were found out : Be not afhamcd then, 
Pifo, to own, what's usM by Gods and Men. 
But you may ask, which has the greatett part 
In making Poers, Nature alone, or Art ? 
What Art can do without a vein of Wit, 
Or fimple wit, without the help of it, 
I cannot fee : Both mak£ the Poet fit. . 
He who intends to gain the with'd for prize, 
Young and betimes, much toil and labour tries, 
Is froie with cold, and then he fweats with pains, 
And both from Wine, and Women he abftains : 
And no Mufitian e're to Plays was brought, 
Who had not been rirfl by fomc Mafter taught 
But every Scribler boafting now adays, 
Cries out, that he writes admirable Plays > 
He thinks it ftrcme to lag behind the reft, 
But that he never learnt (haVt be confeft. 



Horace, of the Art of Poetry. 

Tradefmen for Cuftom fend about their Cryers, 
And acjch Poet a clapping Audience hires : 
He can a'fupper make, and help to boot, 
. A poor manout of his intangled fuit. 
It were a wonder if this man (hould know, 
Whether ht$ flattering Friend fpeaks truth or no. 
Whether ^oc Bribe or not, yet have a care, 
Read not your Vfrfes to a Flatterer *, , v 
He'l wonder, weeprfor joy, (temp, clap, confent, 
And cry all's good, right, better, excellent. 
As thofe who're hir'd at Funerals to weep, 
Much more ado, than the true Mourners keep. 
So (till a Flatterer feems much more mov'd, 
Than a true Friend, of whom you are belov'd. 
Some Kings, to know, thofe whom they did defign 
For Friends, firft ply'd them with full Cups of Wine? 
So if you Verfes write, be fure you fee, 
By a flattering Fox, you ne'er deceived be. 
If you to Varus (hould your Verfes (hew, 
He'd fay mend this my Friend, and this ; If you 
Should fay yo« could not, and had try'd in vain, 
He'd bid you blot them out, and write again. 
But if he found you would your faults defend, . 
On.you more words in vain he would not fpend, 
But without Rival leave you and retire 
That you might your own (elf, and works alone admir 
A wife and prudent man, who is your Friend 
Will your ill artlefs Verfes reprehend *, 
The harfli, and untrimm'd with his pen he'l note, 
From others their redundant trimmings cut, 
Make you give light, to what he finds obfeure, 
And render all that is ambiguous clear : * 
He'l mark, correft, and yet he will not cry, 
Tie not for trifles grieve my Friend, not I > 
Thefe trifles make for ferious mifchiefs room, 
When flatter you ridiculous become. 



4o8 Horace, ef the. An of Poetry. 

For wife men from a fenflefs Poet run, 
Him as the Plague, Difeafe, or Madnefs fhun \ J* 
Whiltt by boys follow'd, and the heedlcls Rout.- ; " * 
If this proud Fool belching his Verfes out, > % i\. 
And likefome Fowler,* hoping Daws to g£t^ 
Not minding's way (hould fall into a pit, 
Long might he cry for help, e're that a r^e . 
They'd fling down to him, for to help hjfi up * 
For they might think he wilfully went in, !' 

And therefore would not be helpt out ag'in. 

How the Sicilian Poet dy'd Tie tell, 

Who to be thought a God, went quick to Hell, 

Empedocles in a cold Ht fit f eems) 

To JEtna ran, and leapt into its Flames. 

Let wilful Poets perifh if they will, 

To fave fuch is as bad, as 'tis to kill. 

Could you draw out this Man alive ag'in, 

He'd be the fame Man, and again leap in *, 

Nor would this from him love of Fame expel. 

What made this man make Verfes I can't tell i 

Whether he'ad robb'd his Fathers Tomb, or had * 

Committed Incelt, or fome Crime as bad ; 9 

But certainly fuch Poets are as mad 

As raging Bears got loofe, whilli they recite 

Their Works, and learn'd and uulearn'd put to flight : 

To thofe they feize, like teeches faft they cleave, 

Will burft > or kill them e're they'l reading leave. 
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